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Tm World s Most Bizarre Collector Card Sets 






“Bikes & Babes”-”Flesh & Steel” 

This is a 32 card all color set. The 
set contains American made motorcycles 
along with some of Mother nature’s gor¬ 
geous models! This set will rev your heart 
rate to red line. Great bikes with gleaming 
chrome and special seat warmers. Only 
3,000 sets made - a great collectable for the 
motorcycle enthusiast or anyone who likes 
machinery and models. Contains nudity 

$14 

“Hot Rods & High Heels” 

This is a 32 card all color set. The 
set contains some of the finest hot rods ever 
built along with some very nicely built mod¬ 
els. This set will get your piston knocking on 
your Levis. Great hot rods with show finish 
paint and models showing the bare necessi¬ 
ties. Only 3,000 sets made - a great collec¬ 
table for the hot rod car enthusiast or any¬ 
one who likes T&A and were not talking 
radial tires. $14 

“1970’s Horny Housewives” 

This is a 25 card set with images on 
both sides. The set contains some of the 
horniest housewives ever to walk the carpet! 
These pictures are from the late 1960’s & 
1970’s. The special collection of images 
came from a large underground Los Angeles 
newspaper. These girls appear to be very 
comfortable in front of the camera no inhibi¬ 
tion problem here! Contains explicit nudity. 
Limited 2,000 Series 1,2, or 3 each $10 


“Hot & Nasty” Series 1 & 2 

This is a 32 card all 
color set. The front side of the 
card contains a front view with 
the back side of the card show¬ 
ing the rear view. These girls 
pose to please and what a thrill! 
A very limited collection that 
you can get your hands on. 
Contains explicit nudity 
Series 1 or 2 each $12 


“Erotica & Bondage” 

This is a 32 card set in 
color and black & white. This 
bondage of yesteryear and 
today show images of lust for 
pain and sex Sado-masochism. 
This card set exploits sexual 
fantasy and eroticism. Contains 
nudity and women as enslaved 
objects. $12 


“50’s & 60’s Mens Magazines 

This is a 32 card color 
set. These collections are taken 
from the covers of magazines 
dad used to hide in the 
closet. The cards are great 
reproductions of the 
originals.The backsides have 
some of the more obscure ads 
from that era. 

Series 1,2 or 3 each $12 


“Betty Page - Passion” 

This is a 40 card set of images of 
the most famous cult glamour legend of all 
time. Betty at her passionate best. The 
images are ail from the mid 50’s with Betty 
at her best. The pinup queen appeared in 
more magazines then any model ever and 
the legend is still appearing in magazines 
today. You can see why Betty has been pop¬ 
ular for 40 years as a pinup extraordinaire 
for all generations. Limited to 5,000 $10 

“1950’s Pinups” Series 2 

This is a 40 card set of images con¬ 
taining four of the most renowned models of 
their time. Included are: the fiery red-headed 
full-breasted Tempest Storm, the beautiful- 
buxom Blaze Starr, the luscious Lil’St Cyr 
and of course the illusive mystic queen of 
pinups Betty Page. These glamour pinup 
packages are packaged in a collectors box 
for the collector. This is a limited print run of 
5,000. $10 


“Fetishes” 32 card set color nudity $12 

“Beauty & Skin Art” series 1 40 card set b&w-color nudity $10 
“Beauty & Skin Art” series 2 32 card set color nudity $12 
“Bizarre Boobs” 40 card set black & white nudity $10 

“Hot Rods High Heels” 32 card set color $14 

“French Postcard Art” 40 card set b&w tinted nudity $10 
“Flash Cards” 32 card set color nudity $14 















CHATTERBOX 


A s we go to press with the fifth issue of 
TEASE!, we also celebrate the first anniversary 
of our move to the Greater Atlanta area. The 
last eighteen months have been hard on me 
physically, mentally, and spiritually. Still, the public loves 
TEASE!, and we grow with every issue. The best is yet to 
come! 


Obviously I want to use more color inside, and ideal¬ 
ly, all color. The accent will move slightly away from the 
historical material that you usually find to a more modem 
list of contents. More custom photography, more name 
writers writing about titillation today, and much more 
humor. If you like TEASE! now, you’ll flip for what it’s 
going to be. 



What’s Ahead 

Seems like that wild ride that I’ve been predicting has 
finally started. With it comes a cosmic shakedown that 
prepares us for what is next. Visions of birds reborn 
through fire remind me that no matter how toasted I feel at 
the moment. I’ll soon be 
above the ash and flame. 

My direction has been 
charted when the first issue 
of TEASE! hit the stands. 

It has become the focus of 
all of my creative attention. 

Our strong and steady 
growth in circulation indi¬ 
cates that I’m on the right 
track. The themes have 
been picked for the next six 
issues, and work has begun 
on all of them. 

Much of the success of 
TEASE! magazine is due 
to the efforts of my work¬ 
mate Susan Barrows. I’d 
like to take this moment to 
thank Susan for all of the 
help that she’s been during 
this Hellacious year. Her 
support as a friend made 
moving to Georgia easier, 
and her loyalty as a friend 
has made my life a great 
deal easier, and ensures the 
continuation of this maga¬ 
zine. 

I’m pleased with the 
way that she’s developed 
her hard-won talents, and 
the high quality that you 
find in TEASE! is due, in 
large part, to Suze. This 
issue, more than ever, she’s 
displayed growth as a writer, designer, and editor. A tip of 
the Theakston topper to you, Suze! 

While certain aspects of my future are hazy, my 
vision of the magazine becomes clearer and clearer. A 
year of two from now, you’ll be seeing a different maga¬ 
zine than the one you now hold in your hands. 


Delayed Anger 

I originally announced a feature for this issue by the 
author of HOLLYWOOD BABYLON, Kenneth Anger. I 
spoke to Anger earlier this summer and he confirmed that 
he’d do a feature article on the sexy movies made in pre- 
Hayes-Code Hollywood. 
The feature was to have 
included a large section 
devoted to a red-hot sixteen- 
reeler called CONVEN¬ 
TION CITY. The film was 
withdrawn from circulation 
in the late 1950s and all 
known prints were 
destroyed. A copy of the 
script is known to exist, but 
at press-time we have still 
been unable to locate a 
copy. Rather than serve you 
a half-baked dish, we’ve 
move the Agner article back 
to our “Hollywood" issue. 
We’ve located a number of 
terrific still photographs for 
the article, and I promise 
that Kenneth’s piece will 
look fabulous. 

I’d also planned to do a 
piece on Robert McGinnis 
in this issue, and the reason 
it isn’t here will be 
explained in the letters col¬ 
umn. 

Winners! 

Look for the winner of 
the “Name the Letters 
Column" contest later in this 
issue, and feel like a winner 
yourself by the end of this 
issue. 

See you on the other side. 

Regards 
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Now you can get cards number three in an exciting all-new classic series from Image 2000 of Sexy Signature Cards 
featuring top national lingerie and poster models. You’ll get two trading cards: One card is an oversized 4” x 6” card 
(limited to 950) individually autographed with a certificate of authenticity. Additionally, you’ll get one regular size 
trading card to continue your Mini-Signature Series set, as well as details on where to look to get the other cards. 
Some cards contain nudity, so you must be over 21. These two cards are available only from this Tease ad. 


CARDS 

No. 

THREE 


To obtain these two cards in Signature Series Two, write your name, address, date of birth, and the required code 
word (“stunning”) on a 3x5 card, sign it, and send it along with a check or money order for $6.95 plus $1.24 
postage ($8.19 total) per two cards payable to Image 2000 (please add $3.00 if outside USA). If ordering after 
3/31/96, you’ll need to send $14.19 ($12.95 +1.24 s/h). Limit of 3 sets per collector/household. Please send to: 

IMAGE 2000 c/o Signature Series Two #3, 223 W. Anderson Ln., Ste B-400, Austin, TX 78752 


FAN MAIL 


Please send all correspondence to: 

PURE IMAGINATION • PO Box 669902 • Marietta GA 30066 


Dear Mr. Theakston, 

Is there any prospect of your pub¬ 
lication doing a feature on JANE, a 
British comic strip that put special 
emphasis on the term “strip”? First 
published in an English paper before 
World War II, it starred a fair-haired 
beauty who constantly got into 
predicaments that got her out of her 
clothes. The series hit its stride during 
the war when both American and 
British soldiers followed her scanty 
antics. 

Fading into obscurity after the 
war, the strip inspired at least two off¬ 
beat BBC video productions, JANE 
and JANE IN THE DESERT, where 
live actors were electronically inserted 
into comic strip backgrounds. 

The video series, in turn, prompt¬ 
ed a lackluster film by New World 
Pictures, JANE AND THE LOST 
CITY, which received a suitable bur¬ 
ial on the video shelf. 

England’s Jane differed from 
America’s Torchy in being beautiful 
but not flagrantly sensual and far more 
level-headed. For His Majesty’s gov¬ 
ernment, Jane was far more willing to 
face adversity, showing a great deal of 
pluck.. .as well as her anatomy. 

That’s all the information I can 
offer from the midwest. If someone 
else can flesh out the details, including 
samples of the comic strip, that would 
be splendid. 

Best regards, 

Christopher Martin 
St. Clair Shores, MI 

Dear Christopher, 

Over the years, we’ve had several 
letters asking for a feature on the 
JANE strip, and like many other pro¬ 
jects that I want to offer in TEASE!, 
I’ve yet to find an author for such a 
piece. Now that the alert has been 
sounded, maybe one of our readers 
might be able to lend a hand. Can 
anybody help? 


Dear Greg, 

Greg Theakston must be known 
as the Polymath of Pin-Ups. His new 
publication TEASE! provides an 
invaluable cultural education for fans 
and collectors of an erotic art form 
which has been gaining in popularity, 
both for its appeal to the current 
“retro” craze and for its representation 
of natural womanly beauty. 

TEASE! proves that there is more 
to classic Pin-Up than Bettie Page. 
Under one roof (so to speak), those 
who love this genre of Glamour can 
find out more in a few hours of 
perusal than in months of frustrating 
personal research. This is one of the 
few publications where I enjoy look¬ 
ing at the display ads; they are win¬ 
dows into a fascinating subject, 
avenues for further enjoyment. 

Sincerely, 

Frank Wallis, Publisher 

THE GENUINE ARTICLE 

Monroe CT 

Dear Frank, 

I like to think that we produce a 
well-balanced magazine. TEASE! is 
so well-balanced that even the ads are 
entertaining! 

When it comes to getting the 
details on great pop culture, we ’re just 
as fascinated as you are. Doing this 
type of material is very difficult. As 
Miriam Linna points out later in her 
piece “She-Wolves in Bluejeans, ” 
there are no libraries that stock infor¬ 
mation on this type of material. Every 
topic is an raw gemstone, waiting to 
be discovered, cleaned, designed, cut, 
and polished. We like learning about 
this stuff as much as you do, and we 
love the challenge of doing a good 
piece. Nothing pleases us more than 
producing articles that take us into 
territories where no journalists have 
journeyed. The whole point is to come 
up with something new, and we’ve 
done that in issue after issue since 
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TEASE! girl Eve Wynne welcomes the 
readers to our letters column. Eve is a 
dancer and is currently producing bur¬ 
lesque/cabaret shows in the Atlanta area. 

THE BETTY PAGES was first pub¬ 
lished eight years ago. 

Speaking of something new, Frank 
is the publisher of THE GENUINE 
ARTICLE, a newsletter that cele¬ 
brates real women: no plastic add-ons 
allowed. This slick little publication is 
worth a look. Write: 

THE GENUINE ARTICLE 

PO Box 654 

Monroe CT 06468-0654 


Dear Pure, 

As a former BETTY PAGES 
reader, I’m delighted with your new 
publication! The layout and design are 
quite improved over PAGES. I also 
appreciate the sturdier, glossy, quality 
paper stock you are using. And of 


course the subject matter is delightful. 
I really enjoyed Susan Barrows’ arti¬ 
cle on Girl LP Cover Art. (Cool to see 
some female writers in the Pin-Up 
genre!) In the last year, I have taken to 
collecting old records from the late 
’50s and early ’60s, purely for their 
beautiful, sexy covers. (The music 
inside hardly, if ever, lives up to its 
visual presentation!) I’ve been making 
the rounds of thrift stores and garage 
sales. Where else can you pick up a 
beautiful, framable 12” x 12” piece of 
art for a buck or two? 

Anyway, keep up the good work. 
I’d love to correspond with other Girl 
LP Cover Art collectors, so please 
publish my name and address! 

My wife Tricia and I look forward 
to the upcoming issues. 

Dana Countryman 

2301 McDougall Ave. 

Everett WA 98201 


Dean Yeagle’s shocked sweetie made us 
wonder what all of the excitement was all 
about. Perhaps she heard the new TEASE! 




Above: More four-cornered fun ’n ’ frolic! 
TEASE! #3’s feature on the Pin-Up 
masters of Capitol Records sure made 
heads spin! 

Dear Dana, 

Glad to hear that you liked Susan 
Barrows’ album-cover article. The 
feature was so well-received that 
we’re planning an encore appearance 
some time over the new few issues. As 
you have discovered, collecting 12” 
albums is an inexpensive and reward¬ 
ing hobby. Considering that most used 
records sell for 25 cents to a buck, it 
may be the best value for your enter¬ 
tainment dollar in America today. Get 
a great piece of art, a little history les¬ 
son if the liner notes are good, and 
who knows what, when the needle 
finally makes contact with the groove. 

We ’d like to hear from the record 
jacket collectors in our audience. 
What cool stuff do you have? Where 
did you find it? Send a xerox copy or 
even better, a color xerox. If we use 
your cover, you ’ll get $20 and a free 
copy of the book. Obviously we are 
specifically interested in covers with 
beautiful women! Dig that vinyl! 


Dear Greg, 

I’m writing to congratulate you 
on your fine magazine, TEASE! 
Although this is my first letter, I have 
been enjoying your work for some 
time. In fact, I am the proud owner of 
a first printing of THE BETTY 
PAGES #1. TEASE! is a noteworthy 
achievement. I hope it is a great suc¬ 
cess and will be published more regu¬ 
larly. 

I greatly enjoyed the Bunny 
Yeager bio in issues #2 and #3. The 
pictures accompanying the piece were 
outstanding, especially the breathtak¬ 


ing staircase portrait that appeared on 
page 30 of issue #2. Another favorite 
is the Irish McCalla photo on page 43 
of issue #3. Little wonder that it sold 
6000 copies. It conveys a dramatic 
impression of primal female power, 
vitality, and sensuality. 

Also, I saw in your recent column 
about Frank Frazetta in LEG SHOW. 
Frazetta is an old favorite of mine, and 
it was good to see his work appreciat¬ 
ed in the context of a widely marketed 
sex magazine. I hate to nit-pick, but 
the paintings for the most part are not 
the ones I would have chosen. The 
exception here is “Escape on Venus.” 
Frazetta is clearly an ass-man, like 
myself, and this is one of his best ren¬ 
derings in regards to that. His fantastic 
subject matter is well-represented by 
the painting, as is one of his favorite 
settings—the lush swamp or jungle. I 
suppose Vampirella had to be includ¬ 
ed. Other than that, I think some of his 
better choices might have included his 
“Egyptian Queen,” “The Huntress,” 
and one they entitled “Aros,” which 
was the cover to Jane Gaskell’s THE 
SERPENT. This is all a matter of 
subjective taste, of course. I hope to 
see a larger feature on Frazetta in 
TEASE! 

Another artist I would dearly love 
to see featured in TEASE!, LEG 
SHOW, or both is Robert McGinnis. 
Unlike Frazetta, I did not learn the 
name of this artist until years after my 
first contact with his work. His images 
seemed almost independent of any 
deliberate act of artistic creation— 
they were just there. These images had 
a profound effect on me during boy¬ 
hood, and were one of the first things 
to really turn me on. In case you don’t 
recall him, McGinnis was the artist 
who painted all those cover girls for 
the MIKE SHAYNE and CARTER 
BROWN paperback mysteries, 
among others. The SHAYNE and 
BROWN series, in particular, show¬ 
cased his work. Both were issued from 
the late ’50s until the early ’70s, 
totalling about 200 covers in all. If 
you would like to do a feature on him 
and have trouble locating these paper¬ 
backs, I would be happy to lend you 
some from my collection. 

Well, that’s about it. Again, con¬ 
gratulations on TEASE! It is a truly 
remarkable publication. 

Yours sincerely, 

Chuck Hoffman 

Carnegie PA 






Dear Charles, 

Thanks for the kind words about 
the pictures that we select for use in 
TEASE! Considering that they are 
from so many sources and in so many 
formats, its a miracle that there is any 
consistency in that way the magazine 
looks at all. Sometimes we ’re shooting 
from newspaper clippings, and some¬ 
times it’s afresh print from the origi¬ 
nal negative. Collecting the material 
is one thing, and making it pre¬ 
sentable for publication is quite 
another. Now that we produce 
TEASE! on computer, we are miles 
ahead in terms of making the pre¬ 
print material look good in the maga¬ 
zine. 

I submitted a pretty fair chunk of 
illos to LEG SHOW to select from, 
and (as always) due to space limita¬ 
tions, only a fraction got used. Still, I 
think Frazetta was well-represented, 
and his inclusion in the magazine 
adds a nice quality to the proceedings. 
Not obvious, yet full of energy. Most 
of the time, you’ll find that the energy 
is more important the the sum of the 
beauty. 

Backtrack to TEASE! #4 to get a 
taste of Frazetta’s LI’L ABNER 
work. As far as McGinnis is con¬ 
cerned, I had planned to do a twelve- 
page feature on him, but that will not 
materialize. I spoke to Mr. McGinnis 
on the phone about doing a feature, 
and he seemed agreeable, and wanted 
to see the magazine. I sent the first 
three issues, and was amazed to get a 
letter from him that claimed his work 
wasn’t good enough for TEASE! If he 
really felt this was true, I was willing 
to reassure him, and if he thought that 
TEASE! really sucked, I wanted to 
hear the truth. I phoned again, and he 
told me that I’d insulted him and that 
he thought I was one of these modern 
wise-guy types. So, rather than get 
into a fight, I simply excused myself 
and hung up. In an effort to comply 
with his wishes, we will not do a 
Robert McGinnis article while he is 
alive. 

I regret the inability to offer you 
more, but for you, and for the readers 
who might not be familiar with his 
work, we’re reproducing one of his 
paintings. 


Dear Mr. Theakston, 

First, let me tell you that 
TEASE! is one of the most enjoyable 
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Above: Two luscious examples of Robert 
McGinnis’ art from CAVALIER Magazine. 
Readers may be more familiar with his 
James Bond movie poster art. 

magazines in my experience and a 
most-needed vehicle for the re-discov¬ 
ery of Pin-Up Art and the Glamour of 
bygone days. All of the articles so far 
have been simply great, making 
TEASE! a most-awaited treat. 

In the most recent issue (#3), a 
very thoughtful letter from commer¬ 
cial artist Bruce Dey provoked a 
response from you that was equally 
interesting. In your response, you 
revealed that you were bothered by his 
“negative comments about explicit 
sex,” meaning the presentation of such 
in a magazine. Mr. Dey had pleaded 
with you to avoid “pink” and stay with 
beauty. While your reply was quite 
justified in some respects, I must side 
with Mr. Dey. 

Quite recently, filled with a desire 
to learn the nuts and bolts of drawing 
voluptuous women, I ordered the 
enclosed book [DRUUNA X] from 
Bud Plant Comic Art. It contains a 
series of sketches, drawings, and pas¬ 
tels by one Paolo Eleuteri Serpieri, 
depicting a character of his invention 
called Druuna. This otherwise nicely 
rendered female is subjected by Mr. 
Serpieri’s sick imagination to all kinds 
of unamusing activities, including 
rape and repeated anal sodomy. You 
merely have to look at the visual evi¬ 
dence to be convinced that this sort of 
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explicit sex (with the bonus of violent 
criminality) is NOT sexy, beautiful, or 
even a turn-on, but the graphic effu¬ 
sions of a disordered mind. If anything 
boosts Mr. Dey’s admonition, I’m cer¬ 
tain that it would be this unsavory 
compilation of delineated excreta! 
Contrast this album of anality with the 
almost exalted visual epiphanies of 
Vargas, Elvgren, Mozert, or even 
PLAYBOY, and the difference in 
intent is most startling. The former is 
but an instrument for the release of 
psychotic fantasies from the morally 
retarded, the latter the pictorial aspira¬ 
tions of the sexually healthy. A more 
vivid contrast between evil and good 
could not be invented by a hundred 
carping moralists. 

It is my view that, sexuality being 
one of our basic instincts, it is incum¬ 
bent upon those whose published 
venues touch this area of life to do no 
harm to the reader. Rather than pollut¬ 
ing the collective imagination with 
dreary regularity by proffering the 
debased and defiled (Diva Graphix is 
but a small bit-player in this practice), 
why not showcase, as does TEASE!, 
the healthy, sunny side of our erotic 
desires? The best way to combat 
prudes and narrow-minded twits of 
every stripe is NOT to conform to 
their accusations by wallowing in filth 
(as Serpieri has chosen to do), but to 
celebrate our sensual ideals with 
happy and positive images that defy 
criticism. Why feed at the pig-sty 

Below: Are we about to get a news FLASH? 






when there is a pleasant picnic lunch 
just around the comer? 

Since you did not request this 
book (it was sent merely to bolster the 
arguments in this letter), do not feel 
obliged to ship it back to me. If you 

Above: Bruce Younger was inspired by our 
Letters Column to do some creating of his 
own. This is some MALE call! 

Below: One of the few drawings of Druuna 
that we could show here. Artist Paolo 
Serpieri’s graphic visions of violent erotica 
are deeply disturbing to some readers. 


like, keep it as an object lesson for 
your staff, if they could stomach the 
contents. If it and this letter help to 
keep TEASE! on its proper course, 
then it’s worth it to me. Again, best 
wishes to you and the staff. 

Mr. Tom Rhodes 

Greenville RI 

Dear Tom, 

Most interesting letter, and it 
touches on something that a friend 
said to me a while back. “They say 
that you are going to start running 
trashy material in TEASE! Please 



don't do it! ” I wondered who was 
spreading rumors about the magazine, 
but took that moment to make some¬ 
thing clear to him. I told him that I 
had no plans to change the tempera¬ 
ture from cool to hot, and that he 
should double-check my track record. 
I have no plans to introduce a 
stronger charge of sex into the maga¬ 
zine, though there will be continued 
discussion of plenty of sexual hot- 
potatoes, but sexually graphic visuals 
were never planned as part of this 
magazine. 

As far as your purchase of DRU¬ 
UNA X goes, there is much to be said. 
First, I’ll bring the audience up to 
speed with a quick overview of the 
book. 

DRUUNA X is a hardcover book, 
72 pages in length. It is Paolo 
Serpieri’s sketchbook in which he 
explores his deepest and darkest sexu¬ 
al fantasies in preparation for his fin¬ 
ished stories. Confronting inner 
demons sometimes isn’t a pretty thing, 
and the intensely gritty nature of 
Serpieri’s vision makes for a book that 
is definitely not everybody’s cup of 
tea. Understand, too, that these 
images are taken out of context, so it 
is not as gratuitous as it might seem. 
There is more to sex than most people 
consider, and new concepts are 
always frightening, especially when 
sexual in nature. 


Dear Greg Theakston, 

You have got a one-of-a-kind on 
your hands here with TEASE! 
“Great” is a mild way of describing 
it—I have never seen a rag like 
TEASE! 

I have some comments and ques¬ 
tions about #3. Maybe you or some of 
your readers can help. 

In the pictures at the bottom of 
page 12, I believe Gil Elvgren is 
drinking a Miller beer. What kind of 
beer is Bobby Toombs drinking? 

In the Van Gilder print on page 
42 of Sheena, three things caught my 
eye. The first two are obvious, and the 
third is most curious. Why is Sheena 
deaf? 

If you’re not suspicious by now, I 
will come right out and say that I am 
very impressed with TEASE! Send 
me more. 

Sin-cerely yours, 

C.J. Coursey 
Greenville MS 






Dear Mr. Coursey, 

Can’t help you on the beer ques¬ 
tion. 

When you say “Why is Sheena 
deaf?” I presume that you mean “Why 
doesn’t she have any ears?” Good 
question. Some quick research reveals 
that’s the same hair style used on the 
television show. McCalla’s hair was 
combed over her ears, perhaps to 
make her hair look more like a lion’s 
mane. 


Dear Greg, 

Just wanted to drop you a quick 
note to let you know how much I have 
enjoyed all your hard work the last 
number of years (just how long has it 
been since THE BETTY PAGES 
#1?) and to put in my bid for a 
Theakston original with the submis¬ 
sion of the following entry for your 
“Name the Letters Column” contest— 
TEASE’n’HEYS! 

On the wildly unlikely circum¬ 
stance that you do pick that one as the 
winner, I have promised my wife, 
Melissa, that I would be proud to have 
you do a painting of her. I have a won¬ 
derful photo of her as a young woman 
that would be perfect. 

Anyway, I really enjoyed 
TEASE! #3. The article on Jim Silke 
and old album covers was right up my 
alley! I run a music/entertainment 
exchange and have decorated a signif¬ 
icant portion of one wall with just the 
sort of album covers Susan Barrows 
so evocatively describes. The title that 
got me started on the whole thing was 
A YOUNG MAN AND A GIRL by 
Theodore Bikel and Cynthia Gooding, 
on Elektra Records, 1963.1 found it in 
the back room of a used record store 
in Washington DC for the very reason¬ 
able price of 25 cents! So far I’ve only 
been able to find one Betty Page 
cover, but I’m still looking. If any of 
your readers can help, I’d appreciate 
it. 

At any rate, Greg, keep up the 
good work. Whatever the wild ride 
may be, you will have at least one 
loyal reader with you all the way. 

Sincerely, 

Geoff Burkman, Proprietor 

Renaissance Music Media 

Dayton OH 

Dear Geoff, 

TEASE! sprang from the roots of 
THE BETTY PAGES, and the first 


Above: Showing style and poise, modern- 
day Pin-Up Anna McMahon perches pretti¬ 
ly for photographer Gary Bush. 

issue of that appeared in my birthday, 
in November of 1987. Hard to believe 
that eight years later I’d be doing this 
magazine. Charting the progress of 
the production values, I’d say that we 
are light years ahead of where we 
started from. What remains the same 
is our steadfast dedication to the 
Glorification of Woman. Hallelujah! 


Dear Greg, 

Just a quick line to compliment 
you on TEASE! The quality and 
information is outstanding. Despite 
being a lifelong avid reader, TEASE! 
is the only publication that I currently 
read from cover to cover (and more 
than once!). Even my PLAYBOYs, 
which I have read since #1 in 
December of 1953, only get a scan- 
read nowadays. The only complaint 
that I have is that TEASE! just 
doesn’t come out often enough. 

Not only was #3 fun to read, it 
solved a fifteen-year-old mystery for 
me. At that time, I was very friendly 
with an older couple who dealt in used 
books, magazines, and the odd bit of 
paper memorabilia. Amongst many 
items that were stored in their base¬ 
ment, I found three large photos that 
were obviously some sort of proofs. 
They measured 16”x20” and featured 


Juliet Prowse, Connie Francis, and an 
underwater nude of ’50s supermodel 
Diane Webber. They got thrown into 
my pile of interesting stuff, but I never 
figured out what they were made for. 
Lo and behold, as the old saying goes, 
I opened TEASE! to page 15 and 
instantly spotted the pic of Diane—the 
one in my possession was obviously 


Page 9 and below: Ernie Keen serves up 
some toweled tease for our readers, 
designed to make you flip! 
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taken during the same photo session. 
Please forward my thanks to Susan 
Barrows for solving the mystery for 
me. It is my guess that the pics were 
shot by Peter and Alice Gowland in 
their home pool since they were doing 
a lot of underwater work at the time 
and lived just down the road a piece 
from Capitol Records. 

I share Susan’s frustration as to 


Below: R. Becker sent us this pen-and-ink 
rendering of the most gorgeous pirate to 
ever sail the bounding main. Consider us 
blown down! 



Above: Behind the scenes on the 1939 
Paramount film MAN ABOUT TOWN. 
While Jack Benny and director Mark 
Sandrich look on, artist George Petty poses 
model Muriel Barr at the telephone, a 
familiar Petty Girl prop. 

the lack, to this day, of giving the 
models and photographers their due 
credit on album covers, fashion ads, 
cosmetic ads, etc. 

She mentions June Blair as a 
PLAYBOY model.” She was a bit 
more than that. She was the Playmate 
of the Month in January 1957 and 
shortly after married one of Bing 
Crosby’s sons. Susan also mentions 
Victoria Vetri, who was Playmate of 
the Month in the September 1967 
issue, under the name Angela Dorian. 

I was also pleased to see that 
Marianne’s Fritz Willis article is still 
on schedule. He was certainly one of 
the last calendar painters and one of 
the all-time best. During the mid-’60s, 
I was working as Art Director for a 
small printer, and the owner always 
ordered a batch of Willis calendars to 
give out to our regular customers. 
Aside from his earlier work for 
ESQUIRE Magazine and a couple 
Walter Foster art books (do you 
remember when they were still a 
buck?), I realiy hadn’t seen much of 
his work up until that time. 

D. Bruce Dey 


Chino Hills CA 
Dear Bruce, 

As usual, you’ve contributed an 
interesting, thoughtful letter. This is 
the kind that I love to get, because it 
covers a little bit about your collection, 
what you like, and what you want to 
see more of. Anybody who wonders 
what it takes to get a letter printed in 
TEASE! should remember those 
points. _ 


Dear Greg, 

At long last I’ve found your mag¬ 
azine TEASE! It’s taken over two 
years, but it was worth the wait. It’s 
without a doubt the most beautiful 
mag of its type. Please don’t change a 
thing. Number 3’s contents covered 
people I’ve been collecting for years. 

Even if you don’t have enough 
info on artists to do a biographical 
piece, maybe a portfolio showcasing 
his or her works. Petty would be a 
good choice. His versatility was fan¬ 
tastic. He also was involved with 
many films, such as Jack Benny’s 
MAN ABOUT TOWN—there is a 
Petty harem skit with Betty Grable 
and Dorothy Lamour. He was costume 
designer, advisor, did all the artwork 
(of course), and selected the models. 

Others could be Rolf Armstrong 
and Bill DeVorss. They are Pin- 
Updom’s most underrated talents. 
Maybe Art Amsie can help. He’s got 
some gorgeous originals. They were 
so much more into the fashion aspect 
and used the same model. Armstrong 
used Jewel Flowers, and DeVorss did 
also—every piece, the same face. 

Please consider one day reprinting 
the second issue. I would like to have 
a complete run. I’m now on subscrip¬ 
tion with a comic shop and am supply¬ 
ing four friends with copies (in and 
outside the state), so I’m helping to 
spread the word. 

Keep up the good work, and I 
can’t wait for #4! 

Take care, 

Rudy Baldacci, Jr. 

Mechanicsville VA 

Dear Rudy, 

Hope you like the sneak preview 
of our piece on the great George Petty. 
While we did cover his career in THE 
BETTY PAGES #3, I feel that the 
larger format and expanded page 
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length would be perfect for a return 
bout. The obvious author of such a 
piece is Reid Austin, noted Petty 
authority. While I have yet to speak to 
him about the matter, I’ve got my fin¬ 
gers crossed that he will be receptive 
to the idea. 

As far as Armstrong goes, he is 
another artist who deserves a show¬ 
case. We will be doing him in the 
Hollywood issue, with the authority 
on Armstrong, Ben Stevens. We’ll keep 
you up to date as things develop. 

As far as a reprint of TEASE! #2 
goes. I’ll reveal my plans for news¬ 
stand distribution. 

Sooner or later we will be sold on 
newsstands all over the country, and 
even the world. For now, we are in the 
limited-distribution system known as 
the Direct Sales Market. This is not a 
complaint about DM. It’s offered me a 
way to produce my books, the way I 
like, and do it at limited risk. It’s given 
TEASE! a chance to grow into the 
magazine that it has become. In turn, 
my publications attracted an audience 
to comic book shops who normally 
wouldn’t frequent them. 

Anyway, once I make a deal to 
sell TEASE! to a newsstand distribu¬ 
tor, I will reprint all five or six issues, 
in the order that they first appeared. 

Like a phoenix resurrected from 
the flames, TEASE! will return, 
packed with color reproductions of the 
illos originally printed in black and 
white wherever possible! Assuming we 
get steamed up enough to go to a bi¬ 
monthly schedule, this will supply me 
with at least a six-month head start. 
While I’m not foolish enough to 
believe that won’t eventually get 
eaten-up, it will certainly take the 
pressure off of me for a while. 

Since I’m spilling my guts, the 
next few theme issues are as follows. 
Strippers, Hollywood, Weird Women, 
Our “How-To... ” Issue, and RUSS 
MEYER! 

Let me quit before I reveal ALL of 
my secrets! 


Dear Greg and the TEASErs, 

Love your new magazine and the 
new format. You’ve continued the tra¬ 
dition established in THE BETTY 
PAGES of balancing a host of fasci¬ 
nating articles with great photos and 
art. I noticed that in the third issue you 




seem to have solved the problem of 
muddy halftones prevalent in issues 
one and two: What a difference! I’d 
love to see more color, especially on 
work by the featured artists, even if it 
meant an increased cover price. 

As a card collector, I find the card 
reviews very helpful. One thing that 
annoys me is the poor collating so 
common to some of these sets. I can’t 
stand it when I get a dozen reprints of 
the same card, yet end up missing two 
or three from the set. 

I also greatly enjoy the articles 
written from the women’s perspective 
by Marianne Ohl Phillips, Susan 
Barrows, and Lisa Petrucci. Of course, 
being an illustrator myself, my 
favorite articles are the spotlights on 
the artists. Glad that you’re featuring 
some of the lesser-known talents and 
giving them the exposure they 
deserve. 

Along with the more “serious” 
Pin-Up artists like Elvgren and Petty, 
why not do more on the artists who 
worked in comic books doing Good 
Girl Art, or just art featuring gorgeous, 
curvaceous women? I remember as a 
kid, I used to drool over the babes in 
LI’L ABNER like Moonbeam 
McSwine, Stupefyin’ Jones, and even 
Daisy Mae. I’d be thrilled to see arti¬ 
cles on A1 Capp (and his ghost artist 
for many of his femmes, some guy 
name of Frazetta), the women of 
FLASH GORDON as done by Alex 
Raymond and A1 Williamson, as well 
as features on Wally Wood, Gray 
Morrow, Russ Heath, L.B. Cole, Matt 
Baker...the list goes on and on. 

I’ll be along for the ride. I’ve 
enclosed some ideas for the name of 
the lettercol in both words and pic¬ 
tures. Hope you like them. 

Looking forward to being 
TEASEd for a long time! 

Bruce Younger 

Rochester NY 

Dear Bruce, 

Glad to provide insights into what 
is worth your time, and where to get it. 
Features on Good Girl Artists contin¬ 
ue every issue with spotlight articles 
and in our GIRLIE GUIDE features. 
I’m looking for more comic-book 
material to. run, and some of the 
artists that you mention will be fea¬ 
tured in upcoming issues. 

The Milton Caniff piece which 
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Above: “Coffee, Tea, and Me" is the title of 
this surrealistic Pin-Up by artist Steven 
Rouse. This sugar is so refined. 


appears in this issue was originally 
designed as the GIRLIE GUIDE seg¬ 
ment, but when our painter biography 
was scratched, the Caniff piece easily 
filled the gap. Look for 
more features on well- 
known line-artists 
upcoming issues. 


Below: Wanted: more TEASE! readers like 
lovely Amy Chizmer' Amy caught up on her 
reading during a recent visit to Grand 
Illusion Gallery. Our thanks to Tee Darwin 
for sending us this charming plug — er, pic! 
















































































The Great TEASE! Magazine 
“Name the Letters Column” Contest 



At long last, the “Name the Letters” Contest has finally drawn 
to a close. TEASE! would like to thank all of the people who 
entered th competition, and as far as we are concerned, you 
are all winners. The first prize in the contest is an original 
painting by editor Greg Theakston, and next issue we will let 
you know what the winner decided on. Look for more 
TEASE! contests in future issues! 


•LETTERS AIMED TO TICKLE & TEASE 
Rudy Baldacci Jr., Mechanicsville VA 
•TEASE’n’HEYS! 

Geoff Burkman, Dayton OH 
•GIRL TALK 

Alan Topliss, Staffordshire, England 
•LET HERS SHOW 

CJ. Coursey, Greenville MS 
•TEASE ME! 

Steve Rodriguez,Brooklyn NY 
• THE NAKED TRUTH 

Bruce Younger, Rochester NY 
•TEASE! -O-GRAMS 

Paul Dini, Sherman Oaks CA 
•POSTSTRIPS 

Don Abood, East Greenwich RI 
•JUST THE TYPE 

Tom Stein, Norwalk CT 
•THE VOYEUR’S VIEWPOINT 
G. LeBlanc, Sydney Forks NS 
•WE AIM TO TEASE 

George Gagliardi, Dallas TX 
•NUEFOCUS 

Royal B. Vician, Attleboro MA 
•TEASE! MR. POSTMAN! 

Joseph H. Young, Pearl City HI 
•LETTERS TO TEASE! 

R.D. Null, Maiden NC 
•GIRLIE TALK 

Harry O. Morris, Albuquerque NM 
•PIN-UP POST OFFICE 

Dale M. Johnson, Cincinnati OH 
•SCRIPT TEASE 

Tisha Parti, Sylmar CA 
•LIP SERVICE 

Mike Broadstone, Xenia OH 
•IFS AN’ BUTTS 

Mike Newman, Hauppauge NY 
•LOVE NOTES 

Edward Reed, Charleston SC 
•TEASE OFF! 

Julious Bunn, Greensboro NC 
•SIGHTS UNSEEN 

Danny Cantrell, Culloden WV 
•MAIL ADMIRERS 
Ernie Keen, Austin TX 
•THE CHICK’S IN THE MAIL 
Dave Berry, Dayton OH 
•TEASING POST 

1 ony Santangelo, Staten Island NY 


suggested by 
TRISHA PARTI 
of Sylmar, California 


•CHEESECAKE CHATTER 
Tim Kelly, St. Charles MO 
•TEASE-A-GRAMS 

John N. Occhiuto, NYC NY 
•TEASIN’ TALK 

Gene Franklin, Goldsboro NC 
•BODY LANGUAGE 
Brian Fox, Seattle WA 


•CURVY COMMENTS 
Joel Thingvall, St. Paul MN 
•SCRIPT 2 TEASE 

Jim Partak, Silver Spring MD 
•TEASING LETTERS TO 

OUR TEASING EDITOR 
Dan Livock, Cleveland OH 
•LETTER TEASE; 

Leon Ricci, Bloomsburg PA 
•THE PIN CUSHION 

Derek J. Buchmann, Pittsburgh PA 























THESE CATALOGS 
NOW AVAILABLE! 

• The Catalog of Glamour— Nothing 

like it in the world 1 36 photo illustrated pages 
Pin Up mags, movie mags, Bettie Page, 
Marilyn, prints, rare and unique material from 
the last nine decades' Send $2.00 

• Golden Age Comics #109 uts of 

Good Girl Art: Katy Keene, Torchy Millie the 
Model, Frazetta, Bill Ward, Wally Wood! Photo- 
illustrated Send $1.00 

• Original Art —Our an catalog has all 


| • Pulp Magazines— 


DAVID T. ALEXANDER 

PO Box 273086 Tampa FL 33618 
(813)968-1805 FAX (813) 264-6226 


Bud Plant’s Incredible Catalog 

240 Pages! 

The Best in Adult 
Illustrated Books ^ 


■ Adult Comics & 
Graphic Novels 


■ Nude Photography 

■ Fantasy Art Cards 

■ 100’s of Sale Books 


Over 2,000 items pictured and fully 
described. You’ve never seen a better selection 
anywhere! 

We handle everything by Vargas, Elvgren, Mozert, Petty, 
Moran, Serpieri, Manara, Crepax, Sorayama, Olivia, Royo, 
Altuna, Pichard and others. Also a large selection of Betty 
Page and imports, including Glamour International and 
Diva. Many items up to 50% off retail. 

For a catalog send $3, redeemable on first order. Or call 
and charge it! (Overseas: $6 for Air Mail). 

Bud Plant Comic Art 

© PO Box 1689-TS4 Grass Valley, CA 95945 

Call TOLL FREE: (800) 242-6642 

Monday-Friday, 9am-5pm PST 
FAX anytime: (916) 273-0915 

_ Fast and Friendly Service for 25 Years _ 


Limited Edition Sets From 
21st Century Archives. 

Order these 5-card Nude sets today! 


You can order these special 
edition 5-card sets of nude 
images that were not 
included in the sets. Order 
The Varga Girl Nudes, 

Beach Bettie in the Buff, 
Bettie in the Buff II, Petty 
Innocent Nudes, and Elvgren 
Pinup Nudes. Only limited 
quantities of each are 
available. Order today! 









WHERE HAVE 
ALL THE 

SAP 

GIRLS 

GOHE? 


I ’ve seen a lot sexploitation 
flicks—some memorable and 
entertaining (while others should 
have stayed lost in the vaults), and 
I admit the films that’ve most scarred 
my psyche are the Nudies made 
between 1964-68. They just seem a bit 
sordid; could it be the cheap look of 
badly lit black & white film, the bizarre 
plots and psychodramas, or the sexy 
actresses (often uncredited) who ran 
around in their underwear for a living? 
Answer: All of the above. But especial¬ 
ly those New York gals. If it wasn’t for 
the women who willingly took off their 
clothes, there wouldn’t have been sex¬ 
ploitation films. I became obsessed 
with finding out who these women 
were, how did they get into the Nudie 
business, what happened to them. 

Maybe the filmmakers knew. Over 
a year ago, I met Barry Mahon in North 
Hollywood (see TEASE! #1 for more 
on Barry). He was totally disinterested 
in talking about his films and seemed 
almost embarrassed by his past profes¬ 
sion (he spent most of the time giving 
us a geology lesson on how earth¬ 
quakes occur). I showed him one- 
sheets, pressbooks, and still photos 
with some of the girls I wanted to know 
about, but he couldn’t remember any 
of them. At the time I could accept that, 
he’s getting old and all, but how could 
he forget Gigi Darlene and Darlene 
Bennett? They were in almost ALL of 
his early Nudie-Cuties! 


Since no one had much informa¬ 
tion, I decided to do some investigating 
on my own. I watched more and more 
of these films and was amazed at how 
many movies Gigi Darlene, Darlene 
Bennett, June Roberts, Judy Adler, and 
Audrey Campbell were in. They 
became my favorites. It’s not like you 
can just look this information up some¬ 
place—many nudie actresses back then 
didn’t even use their real names and 
changed their aliases as often as their 
brassieres. So I searched for them in 
films, pressbooks, and stills, and came 
up with a partial filmography for the 
girls. 

The first film I took particular 
notice of was THE SIN SINDICATE 
(1966) directed by the fabulous hus- 
band-and-wife team Michael and 
Roberta Findlay (they’re a whole other 
article in themselves!). Three tough¬ 
looking waterfront hookers were intro¬ 
duced, and I was particularly struck by 
them: June, Darlene, and Judy. Perhaps 
it was their character and sex appeal, 
and that they seemed more like real 
people than actresses. The story is 
about a prostitution racket run by the 
mob and how each girl gets roped into 
her debased lifestyle. It was like being 
exposed to the seedy underbelly of the 
big city that wasn’t meant to be seen or 
heard from by ordinary folks. From 
then on, I was hooked on Nudie- 
Roughies. 

During the Sixties, audiences 


began to tire of the wacky Nudie-Cuties 
and wanted more plot, sensationalism, 
and acting out of their adult entertain¬ 
ment. Filmmakers agreed, and began 
feeling their way cautiously through a 
hazardous jungle of vague obscenity 
laws and widely differing community 
standards. The Roughies promised 
unlimited sex, bottomed-out depravity, 
untamed lust, and lots of girls in lin¬ 
gerie being stalked by psychopaths and 
criminals. THE FESTIVAL GIRLS 
(1962) is one of the first Nudie- 
Roughies. Other filmmakers followed 
suit and sex, violence, psychodrama, 
and kinky fetishism became standard 
elements. 

I discovered that June, Darlene, 
and Gigi had gotten their start in films 
by way of Barry Mahon’s color Nudie- 
Cuties. They appear mostly as nude 
models or nudists in short vignettes 
that, when strung together, became 
Barry’s feature films: NUDE SCRAP¬ 
BOOK, NUDES INC., NAUGHTY 
NUDES, THE BEAST THAT KILLED 
WOMEN, CENSORED, CRAZY 
WILD & CRAZY, INTERNATIONAL 
SMORGASBROAD (yes, broad), SHE 
SHOULD HAVE STAYED IN BED, 
1,000 SHAPES OF A FEMALE, and 
so on. At one point Barry even used 
some scrap footage he had taken of 
Audrey Campbell while she was on a 
modeling job (lounging around nude 
and brushing her hair). These Nudies 
were a step above those mail-order 






girlie loops one could order from ads located in the backs of 
men’s magazines. Barry patched his lovelies together with bane¬ 
ful comedic wraparounds and called them movies. Later, he 
would get into making more dramatic fare like SEX CLUB 
INTERNATIONAL, CONFESSIONS OF A BAD GIRL, 
ADVENTURES OF BUSTY BROWN, THE SEX KILLER, 
and P.P.S.: PROSTITUTES PROTECTIVE SOCIETY, among 
others, featuring a familiar stable of beauties. 

The majority of New York Roughies were produced and 
distributed by the American Film Distributing Corporation, Sam 
Lake Enterprises, Juri & Mostest Productions (Doris Wishman), 
Distribpix, and any number of small independent companies. 
Most films were shot silent and dubbed later. The sleazy music 
soundtracks capture the permissive mood and atmosphere pre¬ 
sented on the screen (many filmmakers used the same stock 
music from Music Sound Track in New York). Another fasci¬ 
nating aspect of these films is just how much exterior shooting 
was done: Times Square, 42nd Street, Greenwich Village, the 
meat packing district. Midtown, upstate New York, and Long 
Island are among the many locations where the action takes 
place. It’s interesting to see how much things have changed 
since then, but one thing has remained the same for sure you 
can bet people are still having sex there! 

In 1964, film producers Stan Borden and George Weiss 
produced one of the most notorious series of sexploitation films 
to hit the grindhouse circuit. With director Joseph Mawra, they 
came up with the OLGA series that “exposed” a drug ring orga¬ 
nized by the beautiful and sadistic Madame Olga (played by 
Audrey Campbell). I had the good fortune of actually getting to 
chat with Audrey on the phone recently. 

Audrey is one of the few actresses who’s still around and 
more than eager to talk about her unusual career. (She even lives 
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in the same Chelsea apartment she had in 1964!) Originally 
from Cincinnati, Audrey has modeled since she was 17. Her 
first big break was on a local television station, where she 
played a mysterious girl who got ready for bed every night 
before the sign-off (that was until the day when someone recog¬ 
nized her and uncovered her secret identity). She moved to New 
York in 1961 and worked as a press representative for some 
Broadway shows. Audrey picked up numerous modeling assign¬ 
ments because of her elegant figure, classic features, and long 
hair. The first Nudie she starred in was Joe Sarno's LASH OF 
LUST (which was never released) featuring Gigi Darlene and 
Dyanne Thorne. It was a “historical nudie,” sword-and-sandal 
style. Realizing that there was money to be made in the busi¬ 
ness, (actresses often made between $500-$ 1,000 a film, I’m 
told), Audrey went on to make ONE NAKED NIGHT and the 
OLGA series. 

I asked how she became Madame Olga. I mean it’s not 
exactly every gal’s ambition in life. Audrey explained that she 
went to Stan Borden’s office on 5th Avenue looking for work 
and George Weiss was there. He asked her quite frankly if she 
preferred to beat or be beaten. WHITE SLAVES OF CHINA¬ 
TOWN (1964) was shot first, and Audrey starred as a classy- 
looking madam who got her jollies entrapping and torturing 
unfortunate girls who crossed her path. Sporting a crisp white 


button-up shirt, tight slacks, riding boots, a ponytail, and giant 
eyelashes, Olga beats, whips, burns, scrubs, electrocutes, and 
ties up scantily clad girls in her torture chamber. The girls reluc¬ 
tantly become her pawns, selling their bodies and peddling 
drugs to satisfy Olga’s demands. They have pot parties and 
shoot dope when not being mentally and physically abused by 



Olga. Gigi Darlene (uncredited in the film, perhaps under an 
alias) plays Frenchy, the daughter of an important businessman. 
She’s interrogated and brainwashed by Olga into getting money 
from her father. Miserable Frenchy writhes around the floor of a 
dungeon cell in her panties to Olga’s delight. Later, Frenchy’s 
bound with her arms above her head. Eventually she’s broken 
and becomes an international call girl. 

To my knowledge, there really hadn’t been imagery quite as 
disturbing as this in sexploitation films. Audrey gives an incredi¬ 
bly convincing performance as Olga, and carries out each das¬ 
tardly deed with great enthusiasm. OLGA’S GIRLS (1964) fol¬ 
lowed, featuring a different cast (including Darlene Bennett eat¬ 
ing a banana) and more of the same pain and discipline the girls 
(and trenchcoat crowd) have come to expect. This time however, 
Olga wears this ridiculous rubber "Cape of Persuasion” while 
she’s on her torture spree. The final Olga film that Audrey 
starred in was OLGA’S HOUSE OF SHAME (1964), set in a 
suburban house and old abandoned mill outside New York City. 
She said that the films took three weekends to shoot and cost 
' about $10,000 to make. Woody Parker played Olga’s creepy 
brother Nick and Alice Davis (Alice Linville of FLESH & 
LACE, SIN IN THE SUBURBS) is her formidable protege 
Elaine. Their relationship to each other is pretty sick and twisted 
(to say the least) and adds more of psychodrama than the other 
Olga films—it’s definitely the best of the trilogy. 

Around the same time, Audrey worked with Joe Sarno on 
SIN IN THE SUBURBS (1964), supported once again by Alice 
Linville and Woody Parker. She portrayed a neglected suburban 
housewife who spends her days drinking, swapping, and ignor¬ 
ing her teenage daughter, Alice. When the girl sees her mother 
getting it on with another man, she finds comfort in a lesbian 
relationship with a neighbor. Mother and daughter meet again 
unexpectedly at a meeting of the local sexual society (complete 
with a ringmaster and the members wearing ceremonial robes 
and masks to conceal their identity—way kinky stuff, even 
nowadays!). SIN IN THE SUBURBS is a brilliant sexploitation 
classic that was based on a true story. 

In the years to come, Audrey would spend more time on her 
real acting career and modeling. She was somewhat older than 
many of the other actresses and had a timeless beauty which 
allowed her to appear in Nudies well into her early forties. While 
the Olga films were playing 42nd Street, she did some commer¬ 
cials for Procter & Gamble. Their offices were near the theaters 
f her films were showing, and after noticing her huge picture on 
= the billboard, P&G assured her that she wouldn’t have do to nud- 
i ies again! Better offers came along, she did fashion layouts in 
DIPLOMAT and appeared twice in PLAYBOY (Audrey and 
| Peter Sellers were in a layout together, play-acting scenes from 
j famous movies. They were friends until he died). On the other 
: side of the coin, she modeled for private camera club shoots that 
| paid very well (and did S&M layouts for bored wealthy clients 
; looking for kicks). The last two Nudies she was in were THE 
[ SEXPERTS (1965) and A WOMAN IN LOVE (1968). During 
j the Seventies, Audrey’s career took a turn and she began work- 
i ing in television soap operas: ALL MY CHILDREN, AS THE 
WORLD TURNS, ANOTHER WORLD, GUIDING LIGHT, 
i and GENERAL HOSPITAL, continuing to do so to this day. 

I asked Audrey if she remembered many of the women she 
‘ worked with. She said they came from all walks of life; actress- 
f es, models, housewives, schoolteachers, you name it. Gigi 
j Darlene was among the few she knew (her real name was Lenore 
ij Rehin and was from Germany). Gigi supposedly ate a cake of 


Top: The evil Audrey Campbell in a pensive moment with one of 
her lingerieed victims in ONE NAKED NIGHT 
Middle: She’s good in a clinch! More sizzling Judy Adler action 
from CONFESSIONS OF A BAD GIRL 

Bottom. Judy Adler and Gigi Darlene and friends living the slum 
ber-party lifestyle in CRAZY WILD AND CRAZY. 







yeast everyday to keep her skin looking 
soft and creamy (and I must say it 
worked!) Audrey said she adopted Gigi 
for a while and that the last time she 
heard from her (during the Sixties), 
Gigi was stripping in Syracuse. And 
how about Darlene Bennett? All 
Audrey could say was that Darlene had 
a great body but wasn’t very bright. 

Gigi Darlene caught my attention 
in BAD GIRLS GO TO HELL (1965) 
and HOT NIGHTS ON THE CAMPUS 
(1966). This little blonde baby doll is 
irresistible and adorable—looks great 
in black & white (as all these gals do!) 
and is right at home in front of the cam¬ 
era. Her early Nudies and men’s maga¬ 
zine layouts speak for themselves—the 
girl really knows how to strike a pose! 
In Doris Wishman’s BAD GIRLS GO 
TO HELL, Gigi plays Meg, a bored 
housewife who is assaulted by the jani¬ 
tor and then blackmailed by him. She 
accidentally kills the lecher and runs 
away to The Big Apple hoping to hide 
from the law. In Central Park she meets 
a man (Sam Stewart, my favorite Nudie 
actor!) and he invites her to stay with 
him. He warns her not to keep any 
booze around, so when Meg innocently 


Left: It's F-Stop Fitzgerald! Gigi Darlene 
engages in a little shutterbuggery. 

Below: The sultry June Roberts. 


pours him a drink at dinner he goes on 
a drunken binge and beats her with a 
belt. Meg meets Tracy (Darlene 
Bennett) on the street and is offers a 
place to crash, with her lesbian cousin 
Della (also played by Darlene in a 
blonde wig). The girls lounge around in 
their underwear, Gigi does acrobatics, 
walks like a crab, and leaves when 
Della makes a pass at her. Meg keeps 
getting herself into trouble until she 
wakes up and discovers she’s having a 
nightmare...or is it? Tony Orlando’s 
(not that one!) HOT NIGHTS ON THE 
CAMPUS features Darlene Bennett and 
Judy Adler as Sally’s (Gigi) college 
roommates. The young innocent goes 
to her first orgy, and has an affair with 
a fellow student and her professor that 
leads to her getting knocked up. She 
remains sexy and voluptuous through it 
all ! 

Probably the most prolific of the 
New York Nudie actresses was Darlene 
Bennett. She’s in everything! And 
strangely enough she’s a twin! While 
watching all those Mahon Nudies, I 
kept noticing two women who looked 
remarkably alike. NUDE SCRAP¬ 
BOOK (1967) is one of the films that 
the shows the twins together in a bed¬ 
room layout, the girls seem to be get 
ting ready to face the day, brushing 
their hair and putting on bras...how 
fascinating. I’ve been unable to figure 
out Darlene’s twin’s name—she uses 
an alias and changes it constantly. 
Darlene sure was a good looker and has 
a certain quality that makes her stand 
out as special. 

During the mid-’60s Darlene 
worked with Doris Wishman and was 
all over her black & white Nudie- 
Roughies: BAD GIRLS GO TO HELL, 
SEX PERILS OF PAULETTE, 
ANOTHER DAY ANOTHER MAN, 
TOO MUCH TOO OFTEN, MY 
BROTHER’S WIFE, and A TASTE 
OF FLESH. You may be shocked to 
hear that Harvard University had a film 
retrospective of Doris’ films last year! 
She often used the pseudonym “Louis 
Silverman” and “Dawn Whitman” 
when making these pictures, (which 





of work, are stylishly photographed (by 
C. Davis Smith), and show the actress¬ 
es at their sleaziest. There’s lots and 
lots of black lingerie, bras, panties, 
garters and stockings, and skin to ogle. 
The dubbing is horrible. The sex 
scenes are steamy. There’s plenty of 
tough guys smacking girls around and 
ample opportunity for the gals to get 
even. Darlene is no novice to being an 
insatiable sex siren on screen. Her 
scenes with Sam Stewart (who she’s 
often paired up with) burn with pas¬ 
sion! 

June Roberts (or Robin Zedd or 
Robin Marks, among her many aliases) 
is also unforgettable. She’s usually 
hanging around with Gigi and Darlene, 
and has also appeared in a number of 
other Nudies without them. Early roles 
usually cast her as a model or nudist 
(THE SEXPLOITERS, CENSORED) 
but she also appeared in many dramat¬ 
ic Nudies like CHAINED GIRLS (a 
pseudo-documentary about lesbians), 
KITTEN IN THE CAGE, THE PINK 
PUSSY, HEAT OF MADNESS, to 
name a few. June stands out because of 
her incredible figure, so tall and stat¬ 
uesque with nice full breasts, showgirl 
legs, a beautiful face, and great hair. I 
asked filmmaker Joe Sarno if he 
remembered her (she was in his 
FLESH AND LACE, MOONLIGHT¬ 
ING WIVES and RED ROSES OF 
PASSION) he told me that she was a 
Phys-Ed teacher and gymnast from 
Long Island who got into the Nudies 
business when some friends did. In 
FLESH AND LACE (1966) June plays 
Gilda, the go-go dancing girlfriend of 
gin-joint owner Dop. She spends most 
of the film dancing, giving dirty looks 
to B-girl Joan, and says very little. In 
MOONLIGHTING WIVES (1965, and 
also based on a true story), she plays a 
bored housewife-tumed-suburban-call- 
girl for cheap thrills. Life is always 
stranger than fiction. Sarno was 
approached by a man who had worked 
for United Artists and was offered 
$70,000 to make a Nudie. MOON¬ 
LIGHTING WIVES has more of a big 
budget look than most others, was in 
color, and did well in theaters and 
drive-ins. Needless to say, it was also 
very controversial at the time and had 
the Church up in arms. 

June’s acting ability was minimal. 
Her dancing was even worse (she’s 
seems stiff and self-conscious at 
times). But this gal sure looks great 
naked! June worked with Doris 



Wishman in MY BROTHER’S WIFE 
(1966), playing Mary, a sweet but adul¬ 
terous wife who falls hard for Sam 
Stewart, her brother-in-law and shifty 
con man, who’s in cahoots with sultry 
Darlene Bennett and plan to milk her 
bank account. June and Darlene were 
paired up again in the Findlay’s 
Psycho-Nudie TAKE ME NAKED 
(1966), which portrayed them as les¬ 
bians caught in a psychopath’s poetic 
delusions. Roberta Findlay (aka Anna 
Riva) should have remained behind the 
camera on this one (after some arty 
sappho scene with Darlene, she’s 
killed—thank god!) 

One of my favorite Roughies is 
RENT-A-GIRL (1965) featuring 
Darlene, June, and Gigi (only briefly) 
and numerous other girls as models for 
hire. Karen, the naive neighbor, 
becomes involved with a shady model¬ 
ing agency in her building. Little does 
she know that her employers procure 
young gals as sexual playthings to the 
kinky clients they service. Darlene gets 
tied up and hosed down by a distin¬ 
guished-looking older gentleman. At 
first she seems to be laughing as this 
old pervert squirts her with cold water, 
but soon looks wet, miserable, and 
pissed off. Later the girls play strip bil¬ 
liards during a wild orgy that ends with 
Karen, the innocent initiate, being 
branded on the buttocks by her captors. 
So this was how people had fun in 
1965... 

The youngest of the New York 
gals was Judy Adler. She had a fresh- 
faced/girl-next-door look about her, 
slim-and girlish. She, too, got her start 
in Barry’s Nudies (starring in CON¬ 
FESSIONS OF A BAD GIRL). The 
most bizarre role Judy had was in 
CENSORED (1965), when she’s kid¬ 
napped and dismembered by a sex 
fiend. In some extremely unconvincing 
footage, the guy hacks her leg off with 
a saw and nonchalantly tosses it in an 
incinerator. Sounds worse than it really 
was. Although I’m only familiar with 
the film through pressbooks and still 
photos, Judy appeared with Darlene in 
THE SECRET SOCIETY (1965), yet 
another sex club “expose,” with heavy 
emphasis on sadomasochism and 
fetishism. 

Maybe someday I’ll know what 
happened to Gigi, Darlene, June, and 
Judy. The girls seem to have dropped 
off the face of the earth after 1968. 
Where are they now? Did they settle 
down, get married, and have kids? Or 


Above: l slink, therefore 1 vamp! Gigt 
Darlene at her voluptuous, feline best' 


make a major career change? Did they 
sink to the depths of depravity and end 
up in the gutter? I hope someone out 
there can tell me. In the meantime. I’m 
keeping my eyes and ears peeled for 
them! 


Special thanks to 
Audrey Campbell and Joe 
Samo. Many of these films 
lable through 
Something Weird Video. 
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Y ou could take a knife and cut It 
yourself a big slice of sleaze N 
out of the air. A smoky sax-; 
ophone grinds on thejj 
I turntable as I shift my weight on the 
I high stool, seeking the perfect languid | 
I pose for literary inspiration. Fishnet- § 
I stockinged legs uncross and stretch, | 
[then cross again. A tendril of smoke 1 
jcurls lazily in the computer-screen* 
1 light, forming a vaporous halo about 
I the highest hive of teased hair. Twin I 
I tassels sparkle from black-satin breast- f 
1 point as red-lacquered fingernails click I 
j out a staccato descant on the keyboard, f 
1 I'm alone in my studio here, but I’m 
J loaded for bear. It took me over an I 
hour to get myself all tricked out in my I 
1 Bad-Girl best in a preparation ritual I 
J the likes of Lee Marvin’s in CAT If 
I BALLOU, but it’s necessary. This has I 
1 to be done right. This isn’t just another jj 
j writing assignment; this is my testa- * 
j ment. I want to tell you about what it j 
I means to me to be a sloshing bucket of 1 
1 Sin. 

Yes—/ am a Bad Girl. 

It’s a deeply spiritual calling. l| 
1 sincerely believe that I was bom with | 
| the desire to be Bad. From my earliest I 
I memories. Bad Girls were my favorite 1 
[playtime companions. At three, 11 
J revered a set of movie-star paperdolls 
I with full, red lips and eyes brimming | 
| with smoky secrets, and I paid almost 
I ritualized attention to the deployment 
J of their wide array of strapless sequin W 
1 evening gowns. Television and movies 1 
| gave me my first living, breathing Bad | 
j Girl role models in hearty dollops, f 
[Even before I could follow the c 
& trivances of the tenuous plotlines, my 1 
1 five-year-old attention was riveted by 
J each episode’s Bad Girl on PERRYj 




m 
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MASON. I knew which one she was, j 
■ whether I found her perched on ; 

Ibarstool in a disreputable, murky® 
nightspot or draped across the tuck- 
land-roll upholstery of Paul Drake’s 
1 convertible like a casually tossed sable 1 
I stole. No matter what body form or I 
I haircolor she took, I could spot her | 
from the first moment she slinked onto 8 
the set. The Bad Girl was magnetic I 
I north to my young eyes. She always I 
the most visually interesting character 1 
Ion the screen. Black-and-white I 
I became color when the Bad Girl was j 
| around; like frou-frou in the squalor, I 
I she sparkled against the dull flatness j| 
I of the surrounding characters. She was “ 
I the spicy zing that flavored an other- 
I wise pallid, vapid, totally forgettable | 

I storyline. 

I learned to look for her in partic- 
1 ular, since every sighting was its own | 

I reward, and the Bad Girl soon became | 
iconic to me. She fascinated me to the | 
point of obsession. She was like some 
I glittering, enchanting princess whose I 
smile had a world-weary edge to it 
I because she knew the Truth. I was I 
J drawn to the tired, timeless grace of | 
the girl who’s seen places and been I 
I things, and I learned to recognize her | 
I spoor: cocktail dresses and costume j 
1 jewelry before the dinner hour; black 
net stockings, in fact anything black | 
1 worn outside of funerals; lips too red, f 
I laugh too loud, girl too BAD. I real¬ 
ized that the Bad Girl was involved | 

I with breaking down the invisible lim- 
I its set up by a tight-lipped, tight-assed I 
I society that was afraid of its own j 
I humanity, and that her existence was | 
I ensured by that very same blue-nosed I 
|attitude. If the limits didn’t exist, she! 
wouldn’t need to be so BAD, but* 


I hey—that was society’s problem, sol 

■ now where’s some kicks? Put up a^ 

I fence, and a Bad Girl would straddle il 

I in a heartbeat, bucko. She was brazen-1 
1 ly, joyously jumping all over that line I 
1 that society had scratched in the dirt 1 
J before her—in fact, she didn’t evenH 
| notice their line was there because she I 
zas busy carving her own over it, and I 
1 you’ve got to deal with it because she §| 

■ doesn’t stay within the lines worth a 
1 shit - 

I revered the Bad Girl with a pas-; 

I sion, and I clung to the fervent belief/ 
^ that if I were very good, someday I f 
j could hope to be Bad. I knew deep in 
I my heart that someday I would be I 
perched on a barstool in a tight black * 

■ rhinestone sheath, admiring my be-net-1 
N ted gams at 2 o’clock in the afternoon; f 

■ it was a goal written in fiery script on j§ 
I my soul. 

With the advent of the Mod Scene | 
n the late ’60s, it was my intense plea-1 
| sure at the age of eleven to own sever- f 
al sets of fishnet stockings and tights | 
| in the requisite black shade prized by f 
I my idols. I knew that the crucial! 

importance of that linear pattern; the 
1 lines wove around my little-girl legs | 
I like a bewitching mantra. The radiat-1 
ing, dancing lines of fishnet stockings 1 
I seemed to me to have Jungian import, | 
visual shorthand for “Bad Girl.” 
Floozies in chcczy one-panel men’s- 
|| magazine gags always had that eye j 
[ catching latticework of gam-clasping 
| lines, stockings that were obviously!! 
|i built for heavy use and, heh-heh,| 
I abuse. 

I can personally attest to theB 
jp heavy-duty nature of a good pair of J 
S fishnets, and with my very own flesh. I 
t. still bear on my left knee a dime sized | 










I scar from an old playground injury 
* incurred omigodtwentyeightyearsago JMT 
when I got pitched ass-over-teakettle .-^j 
I off the merry-go-round in a pair of go- 
go-chex tights. I got scraped kneefirst 
I across the asphalt at almost escape J 
I velocity —and it didn’t even snagWm 
1 them. The skin beneath was a pulpy, , 
I bloody mess, but the fishnets came out Jjjf 
I of the wash gore-free. To this day 1 
§ bear the mark proudly, and ascribe to 
$ it the same testament-of-faith import 
I as G. Gordon Liddy’s flame trick. And 
while I’ve long since lost track ofS^f 
I them, I have no doubts those tights E j g l 
still exist somewhere, handed down^y 
from one hopeful young Bad Girl to 
| another. 

My captivation with fishnets even 
S lapped over into my choice of favorite 
I comic-book characters. DC Comics’ 

I Black Canary looked really hot in her 
’shnets and black boots, and The 
Magician’s daughter Zatanna had a 
I great abbreviated tux costume with 
jj fishnetted stems up to my neck. It con- 
i fused me that they were the Good Girl 
characters, because they sure had Bad 

■ Girl panache! I knew in my heart that 
I that Good Girl crap was a front; when 

the whistle blew and Zatanna and 
I Black Canary punched the timeclock, 
i they’d slap on more makeup and go 
^ plunk their pert, be-netted asses down \^jr 
| on barstools at some seedy Tiki 
1 Lounge, where they’d chainsmoke and 
| talk trash. 

Everything I know about fishnets 
| came from Bad Girls, and it certainly 
(ahem) broadened my horizons— 
thanks to them, I can now use a pair of 
I fishnets like 3-D graph paper to prove 
I everything from the Unified Field The- 
■ ory to the Big Bang in a way that 
would make Stephen Hawking talk 

■ straight. And 1 wear my ’shnets with 
I pride, because they are the badge of 
1 the Bad Girl. 

Call us what you want, floozies, 

I bimbos, bawds, doorway debutantes, 

| the hardest-working show in the man 
I business—Bad Girls raise tempera- 
I tures, blood pressure, eyebrows, and 
I Cain. Bad Girls live it up ’til you can’t 
live it down. We may be trash, but we 
| get taken out more often. Bad Girls go 
“where the action is, and if there isn’t 
| any action there, we roll up our sleeves 
| and hike up our skirts and make the 
I action happen ourselves. Bad Girls are 
1 cataclysmic; when we start shakin’, 

1 Krakatoa pales. One Bad Girl alone 
jhas more struts and shocks than a 
I whole Pep Boys catalog. If nuns are 
the brides of Christ, then Bad Girls are 


datin’ Satan. Offer a Bad Girl a choice 
of two evils, and she’ll take ’em both| 
and then bitch that the portions were 
too small. Mars didn’t just need 
women—they were after our Badl 
Girls. We’re not just poetry in motion, I 
we’re dirty limericks. 

We are a national treasure. But as g 
always, the Bad Girl is under seige;) 
she is loudly derided at the same time | 
she is furtively coveted. She’s a cata- * 
lyst, and she’s feared for it. The Bad 
Girl holds dangerous delight for both | 
sexes—that sweet, intoxicating frisson 1 
of acceptable Sin she exudes somehow | 
makes everything tingle in its wake| 
and justifies everybody else’s own 
abandon. Some cry that the Bad Girl is I 
dangerous to home and hearth, when a | 
Bad Girl is at the center of every 
woman who truly keeps those home | 
fires burning. Bad Girls are commonly f 
perceived as a threat to womanly val- , 
ues, when that is what we exult i 
above all else; Bad Girls are nothing if I 
not aggressively pro-Woman, and ! 
that’s what makes the Establishment^ 
clench so exquisitely. So in despera-1 
tion, they pigeonhole the Bad Girls | 
away with the common criminal ele-1 
ment, when the only crime we’re 
guilty of is passin’ bad chicks. Our| 
realm falls in that midnight velvet area | 
outside the bounds of decency and 


1 law, modern-day Shivas tickling the 
I sleazy underbelly of decent existence a 1 
I sinfully bright pink. But if we thought | 
I about it, we’d probably say that we I 
wouldn’t have it any other way. They 1 
| call us “good-time girls” because we j 
have a good time. Capice? 

We’re not the pariahs that “Decent § 
I Society” makes us to be. They are the V 
j ones on the outside, scratching at the d 
y window to be let in. Thanks to them, j 
I I’ve seen that being Bad means being I 
^ better , and I like it just fine that way. 

I I’ll say it now, and say it loud— 
i I’m a Bad Girl, and I’m proud! I con¬ 
sider it a privilege to sprawl in those | 
I mink-lined gutters, still warm with the * 
1 imprint of St. Jayne and Sister Mamie, j 
It’s a divine right to perch on that cos-1 
Imic barstool alongside Partygirl 
Supreme Barbara Nichols, tossing back | 
1 highballs and cheering on High;: 
1 Priestess Tura Satana as she twirls her 
tassels on the bamboo stage. Yes, 11 
I nestle happily in the warm bosom of I 
I this sorority. Because the Bad Girl is I 
my tribe, the fishnet is my totem, and ^ 
I baby—Bad Blood runs deep. 


I Susan Barrows , 


i the kind of 


I Grind tape and her o\ 





























































Sexual Scientist: 

BROOKLYN RITES 

Barely Bar-Mitzvahed and Ready for Lust 


by Howard Chaykin 


F rom the time I reached puberty— 
or maybe as far back as I became 
aware of the possibilities—I’ve 
been fascinated by all things 
relating to sex. I’ve been a professional in 
the comics field for several years. In that 
time. I’ve done a certain percentage of 
work exploring what you might call sexu¬ 
al themes. Since I believe that comics, 
like fairy tales, are heavily freighted with 
symbolic baggage, all I felt I was up to 
was going right to the core of the matter. 

To my surprise, a lot of people seem 
to be blissfully unaware or downright 
ignorant of the sexual connotations of 
spandex-dressed, perfectly proportioned 
men and women beating the living shit 
out of each other. Hey—what can I tell 
you? 

Those of you who know me person¬ 
ally, as opposed to those of you who are 
familiar with me through my work, might 
not find it odd to know that as a kid I was 
quite a bit of a priggish puritan, and 
deeply ashamed of my interests in things 
of a sexual nature. 

I didn’t use foul language until I was 
thirteen years old, for god’s sake—and 
even then I considered it a cheap way to 
get laughs. All good comedians worked 
clean, getting laughs with wit and badi¬ 
nage. Only lowlifes stooped to vulgari¬ 
ty—or so I believed, until I read HOW 
TO TALK DIRTY AND INFLUENCE 
PEOPLE, the autobiography of Lenny 
Bruce. 

But I digress. 

I grew up in the Brownsville section 
of Brooklyn, a lower-middle-class (accent 
on the lower) neighborhood populated by 
Jews, Irish, Italians, and Negroes. 
Nobody liked each other very much, but 
we all paid little or no attention to each 
other. 

One night, when I was barely seven, 
a whole pack of families who lived on my 
street—black and white, Jew and 
Christian—all gathered together in one 
apartment, while all the kids of those 
families were put into makeshift beds in 
another apartment across the hall. 
Innocently enough, I sneaked out of the 
kids’ apartment and into the other one. 


All the dads and several of the moms 
were seated in the dark, seemingly mes¬ 
merized by a dimly flickering reflection 
on the wall. Before I could get much more 
than a fleeting look at what I now know 
was a stag film, one of the moms, who 
smelled like she’d been drinking, 
snatched me up with an embarrassed gig¬ 
gle and returned me to the other apart¬ 
ment. 

But I digress. 

When I was even younger, I did a 
systematic search of my parent’s drawers, 
going through their private property. In 
my mother’s drawer, I discovered the 
real-life equivalent of the lingerie ads that 
made the Sunday NEW YORK TIMES a 
happy read—but my dad’s shit was a rev¬ 
elation. 

He had pornographic playing cards, 
filthy novels, French ticklers, et al—as 
well as a few well-read Jim Thompson 
novels. His drawer was a perfect illustra¬ 
tion of how I felt about sex in the years 
before and including my early adoles¬ 
cence. 

Sex was mysterious^, dark, moist, 
scary—in three words, a major draw. I 
was fascinated, repelled, and excited - 
before I was even ready to do anything 
about it. 

Sex in the ’50s was shrouded in 
myth, doubt, and mystery. Coke and 
aspirin, Spanish fly, third base—America 
was obsessed with sex, and I was a red- 
blooded American boy. 

Everything around me in the New 
York of my boyhood was redolent with 
sex. The newspapers, for example. The 
NEW YORK TIMES Sunday supple¬ 
ment was lousy with lingerie ads. the 
DAILY NEWS ran ads for strippers. 
Newspaper comics consisted of those 
innocent little daily strips except, of 
course, for LI’L ABNER. Al Lapp’s (or 
was it Frazetta’s, or Rickard’s?) volup¬ 
tuous beauties made us all hot under the 
collar. It was the mystery, the myth—the 
ignorance, I guess—that made it a sexier 
time. Which brings us all the way around 
and back to Lenny Bruce. 

No one knew that I was so sexually 
obsessed, and I would have been morti- 
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fied if anyone found out. No right-think¬ 
ing, smart-ass Jewish boy was interested 
in the kind of sex one occasionally got 
peeks of in those dim dreary days. Only 
hoodlums and punks were interested in 
that sort of thing—until I found out about 
Lenny Bruce. 

Bruce (nee Leonard Alfred 
Schneider) was at the core everything I 
was. A smart-ass Jewboy, product of the 
lower middle classes—with what 1 could 
only describe as an overweening interest 
in sex, particularly with the kind of gen¬ 
tile girls I was as yet personally unfamil¬ 
iar with. 

Reading Bruce’s autobiography 
turned me around completely. Suddenly, I 
didn’t want to be Mort Sahl, or Adam 
Keefe, playing Mr. Billy’s in Chicago. I 
wanted to be Lenny Bruce, playing strip 
joints and jazz clubs, and meeting hot 
Protestant strippers. 

Oh—you thought I always wanted to 
be a comic-book artist? Well, I did—with 
several detours along the way. The 
biggest was my still-surviving obsession 
with standup comedy, particularly of the 
low-rent cheezy variety. Sue me—I can't 
help myself. 

But I digress. 

So there I was, just barely bar-mitz- 
vahed and already what was known in the 
PLAYBOY party jokes page as a jaded 
roue. Of course, I had no experience to 
back up my world-weariness, since I was 
still a virgin, and a completely unappeal¬ 
ing fat little fanboy geek, to boot. But 
god, was I ever interested! I read every¬ 
thing 1 could find about sex and its impli¬ 
cations, just to prepare for that holiest of 
days when I would lose my virginity. 

“Lose”, my ass. I wanted to give it up 
so bad it hurt. Literally. 

So after several years of adolescent 
fantasies, 1 finally gave up my amateur 
standing—in as clumsy and fumblingly 
inept a manner as I could have possibly 
arranged. According to my bar mitzvah, I 
was a man. According to my sex, life, I 
was a beginner—hallelujah! All was well 
and good—except for one thing. 

Everything that had filled my head, 
everything that had contributed to my 
sensibilities, had been derived from the 
slightly gamy essence of the 1950s. 
Unfortunately, it was the 1960s— 
Kennedy was dead, the Beatles were here, 
and all of a sudden, everything I knew, 
everything I expected, was (if you’ll par¬ 
don the expression) in the toilet, and a 
particularly antiseptic one at that. 

For all its vaunted reputation, all of 
its terror struck into the hearts of parents 
everywhere, the ’60s were a sort of anti¬ 
septic time. Certainly there was a shitload 


of sex going around. Sure, there was a lot 
of experimentation going on. But damn it, 
it was all so clean-cut, so devoid of any¬ 
thing even vaguely sensual. It was 
unshaven armpits, buffalo-hide sandals, 
bell-bottoms, and marijuana—when I’d 
been prepared for tight skirts, seamed 
stockings, silk lingerie, and twelve-year- 
old scotch. And I was terrified that the 
earth-mother types I spent time with 
would find out about my own personal 
preferences: That I wanted the hipster’s 
life, circa 1957—with all the booty that 
went with it. 

Now don’t get me wrong. I had a 
great time in the ’60s, but for me, things 
didn’t really kick in until the ’70s. Maybe 
it was disco, a kind of pop music I never 
bothered to pretend to respect, whatever. 
Somehow, the “let it all hang out” jive of 
the '60s had evolved into a somewhat sin¬ 
ister, often surreal night life by the early 
’70s, and I was ready. 

I loved it. I never saw daylight, 
except in the early morning when I stum¬ 
bled out of after-hours bars, and made it 
home to bed before 10 a.m. I spent my 
nights in the company of lowlifes— 
pimps, hookers, thugs, and other fringe- 
dwellers of society. I drank a great deal, 
smoked a shitload of cigarettes, and lived 
an altogether gamy existence—and I had 
the time of my life. 

Christ, you could do anything, with 
no consequences except guilt—which 1 
discovered at the end of the ’70s, just in 
time for the ’80s. 

And now it’s the '90s. I’m older, 
wiser, maybe even a bit mellowed, a bit 
more mature, a tad more reserved. I don’t 
drink, smoke, and I live an astonishingly 
monogamous, fairly quiet life in Southern 
California. 

Suffice to say, to all of you under 
thirty: I envy you your youth, but not the 
time in which you’re living it. You’ll out¬ 
live me, that’s for certain. 

But I had a much better time. 

And that’s about it. 

There’s lots more, but I recall some¬ 
thing a friend of mine was told by his 
cousin when both were teenagers. “For 
god’s sake,” the older, wiser boy said 
when my pal got his first look at Santa 
Monica Beach, filled with the California 
girls of his Brooklyn dreams—“Save 
some for later.” 


Howard Chaykin is an award¬ 
winning graphic artist and 
author, whose works include 
BLACK KISS and the AMERI¬ 
CAN FLAGG series. 
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Antique Stained and Beveled Glass 
Windows*Unique Lighting Pieces*French 
Doors*American Illustrator Prints and 
Originals* Jewelry*and other 
treasures from the past 


GRAND ILLUSION GALLERY 

201 E. Michigan Ave Box 49240 
Grass Lake, Ml 49240 
517-522-8715 or 313-663-0561 


GRAND ILLUSION 
GALLERY 

ARTWORK AND PRINTS 

Armstrong • Moran • Mozert 
Vargas* Marilyn •Nagel 


La Luz de Jesus 
Gallery 

presents 


“Pin-Ups” 


A group show featuring new 
Pin-Up Art inspired by the 
classic Pin-Up artists of the 
’40s and ’50s, featuring art by 
Coop, Jill Jordan, The Pizz, 
Greg Theakston, Pam Roberts, 
D. E. Hardy, and many more 
too numerous to mention. 

February 3rd through 25th, 1995 

Reception for the Artists 
Friday, Feb. 2nd, 8 p.m. to 12 p.m. 


4633 Hollywood Blvd. L.A. CA 
90027 (213) 666-POOP 


Carre 

Revieux 


1 A taste of Bourbon Street 
served up with a spicy Southern twist! 

March 1 & 2 at 10:30 pm & 1 am 
at the Somber Reptile Club 
842 Marietta St. NW Atlanta GA 
Call (404) 881-9701 for information 

Starring these exotic visions of the runway: 

Eve “Torchy ” Wynne • Mesmariah 
Scintillating Signe • Rockabilly Don 

distress of Ceremonies Rev. Susie the Floozie 
Live music by Rev. Cole Skinner with Meco 
Featuring lush sonic stylings by Mr. Suave 

Sponsored by TEASE! Magazine 


phone for hours 
of appointment 
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W e all know that art imi- 
tates life, life imitates ^ 
art, and voila—observe 
the vicious circle which 
s part and parcel of the bizarro world f 


God doesn’t like teenagers. , 
Never has, never will. And although 
Juvenile Delinquency as we know it 
is a relatively recent phenomenon, its 
S origins date back to the very cradle of 
civilization. Let’s not forget Cain and | 


of Juvenile Delinquent (JD) pop void civilization. Let s not forget Cam and » , 

subculturalism, a place where truth ft Abel and tbe land of Nod ’ tbat sor ' 
and fiction stare each other down in a £' rowful teena 8 e land outslde Eden . t0 4 


and fiction stare each other down in a . 
sideshow crazy mirror known as Teen 4(> 
Age. Jaydeeism (for lack of a more t 
scientific “ism”) has been a national ^ 


which Cain was banished when he - „ 
murdered his little brother out of sib- ^ 
ling rivalry and from whence sprang 


obsession since World War II. but ?» f ““ re generations otpimply B ang- 
never has there been more of a conju- .. . banging delinquents In the Judaic , 
, . . . sector, top honors in the JD honor roll , 

• ga} resurgence in popularity and ^ (o ^ who cheated his brother 


never has there been more of a conju¬ 
gal resurgence in popularity and 
infamy than in these here halcyon 
days of Virtual Reality. Everybody 
wants in on the action, and believe 
a me, the diggin’ is deep. 

Unfortunately, pop culture has 
t always been dismissed by historians 
and archivists as disposable, and most 
of the icons and ephemera of JD are 
| not to be found in the vaults of 
libraries and museums. Comic books, 
i and even paperback books, until 


1 Esau out of his birthright by snowing 
C blind dad Isaac with a wine-marinated 
steak, again a disturbingly delinquent 
t * performance. 

In the wonderful world of the 
V Juvenile Delinquent in Popular 
* . Culture, there is the high road and the i 
low. And in every creed, each culture, * 
all continents, there is a parable of 
youth gone wrong. Much like a young 


, recent years, were always considered "•% P lant burstin § throu § h the soil into the 

, to be temporary and throwaway. , ^ ■%”*' ‘ 

*= Astonishing pieces of, yes, history— * Jk, * ** ' - 

* 1950s comics like REFORM a- , ? 

* SCHOOL GIRL, TRAPPED, and n *' IC * ” 

TEEN-AGE DOPE SLAVE, and % • U i l, i jfifiwly 1 ' 1 
paperbacks like D FOR DELIN- \ * igkvBt > -T? j 

QUENT, TEEN-AGE MAFIA, < , 

. THE GOLDEN SPIKE, and RUM- L ji 

RLE IN THE HOUSING PRO- w | MBM * 

JECT are not easy to find. ^ 

* The eye that mocks a father # 

And scorns a mother ro nmntnoM 

Will be picked out by the ravens TTf 

of the valley .'g, 111 

And eaten by vultures. Ml Jff, „ 


R Right: Even comic books reflected ai 
est in JD culture. 




AAi&AAA ,UHHA 

... . *.' i> . i ::i 

, sun, should an obstacle to a straight * 
reach or a shadow perverting full 
growth pervade perfection, a young 
boy or girl erupting in stature shall 
surely be laid down and soddened, 
i should maturity as nature intended be 
interrupted. In Biblical times, in . 
ancient days, and through the many 4 
ages of metals and man, youth has 
gone verily wrong, has experienced I * 
I and often embraced an alternate 
' course for which they have been con¬ 
demned, imprisoned, and stoned. In 
, these, our modem times, the trials and 
tribulations of youth have been many. « 
Changes in society during the ® 
. first half of the twentieth century 
; brought more Americans of all ages 1 
out of their rural situations and into 
the cities, and in doing so, crossed | 
lines of race and culture. 

, When World War II erupted, # 

I even mothers and housewives were 
encouraged to work, and for the first ' 
time in millions of American families, 
both parents were out of the home, in 

* much welcomed jobs. Left at home 
were the children, the first true gener- 

- ation of adolescents with free time ' 
I and spare change to boot. As sociolo- | 
gy has represented, this was also the 
first era of the teen-ager, of the young ^ 
» adult with his own subculture, com- 
, plete with social mores and attributes, 1 

* and even with its own style of speech 
and dress. And as in all strata of soci- 

I ety, there is the criminal or semi¬ 
criminal element. For the teenage § 
world, the undesirables were dubbed 

* JDs—Juvenile Delinquents. 

Delinquency may have its roots I 
in Genesis, and literature about young r 
J adults may date back to papyrus and 
smoke signals, but the paperback | 
book as a vehicle for literature about * 


‘ f - 
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Juvenile Delinquency is a very mod- 
* ern phenomenon. Historically, the 
» first mass-market paperback book that 


f is a pocket-sized, portable edition 
l ' with soft covers and a low price suit- 
able for newsstands, arrived in 1939, * 
although THE GOOD EARTH by * 
Pearl S. Buck was test-marketed a ^ - 
‘ year earlier, to great success. 

* The first American novel to call j» 

' attention to the teenage problem was 

t sociologist Irving Shulman’s brilliant 
Brooklyn-based novel THE AMBOY 
® DUKES, which first appeared in ! 
r hardcover in 1946. The following *. 
year, it was filmed as CITY ACROSS j 
THE RIVER, a movie about teenage | 

* street life in Brooklyn, starring a very g 
' * young Anthony (Tony) Curtis. The t 

nation’s parents and teachers were up 

* * in arms over the immoral content of 
pi the book. 

* The unique form of literature that * 

- I evolved to inform the world of this - 

*,*| phenomenon is what we call JD fic- 

* tion, and it arrived in the form of * '. 

* short stories and novels, with THE 

v AMBOY DUKES providing Square * 

« One. The true JD novel is a readily 
p identifiable animal, and as in each 
, genre, there is a line of descent. The 
true path, less trodden by. And the 
low road, steamy, odorous and pitted 
with wrath. Each has its merits. Of 
ijg late, we’ve all dwelled much too .‘ 
** much in the mass-marketed, sensa- 
Jfe, tionalistic realm and that’s not to be . 'jf 

* knocked. One should occasionally roll 

* . in mud, but there is no need to sink % * 

„ into the quagmire and disappear. 

• The original road, the strong t 
voice rising iiber alles in the realm of - 

* JD-ism, if such a beast there be, 

I belongs always to another gentleman 

f h from Brooklyn named Hal Ellson, 
writer of great truths, fearless of what t 
might come of his honesty. 

•. I Shulman, who ended up in* 

% Hollywood, was a important force in - 
popularizing JD fiction, but for him it |l 
was a stepping stone, and he moved | 

’’ on to other styles, themes, and as a | ’ 

* screenwriter, to other genres. Ellson ? 
did not. 

Hal was the undeniable king of 
JD fiction. When his books became 
national bestsellers, he shunned 
Hollywood, feeling that his words * 

^ ’ would be perverted by filmmakers. 

* He did not quake for interpretation. In 
■f; 1 fact, there is no interpretation in % 



Ellson’s work. There are no happy 
endings, but then neither is there con- * 
demnation nor reconciliation. Only | 
truth—lonely, sordid, hapless truth. 
Ellson was a modern-day Zola, por¬ 
traying the hollow terror of coming of 
age in the city. His writing is not - 
smart or trendy or beat or dark or par¬ 
ticularly poetic. It is honest, hard, 
soulful, and infernally disheartening. 

So then, let’s take a detour into the 4 
small, lonely world of JD fiction via £ 
Ellson’s back yard, the place where it 
all started—Brooklyn, New York. 

Of all of the fine writers who par- j 
ticipated at some point in their career $ . 
in the genre of Juvenile Delinquent 
fiction, none was as prolific, as pure £ 
in detail and intent as Hal Ellson. He 
was the kingpin. He created the style, 
introduced the jargon, produced the , 
bleak, restless, urban street-urchin fic¬ 
tionary. His books are key elements to J5 
the bibliography of Juvenile 
Delinquency. , 4 

Bom in Brooklyn in 1910, Ellson * 
grew up in the turbulent early years of j 
the century that set the scene for the 
internal violence that was to follow * 
the world wars. He experienced the 
Depression years first-hand as a hun- , 
gry, shoeless potato picker, and later 
worked in an anti-crime capacity on : j 
the narcotics- and gambling-infested 
Brooklyn waterfront. It was on the 
docks that Ellson got a prime perspec- BT 
tive of organized crime on a street 
level, and this experience gave him a 4 
first-hand view of what America was ” 
up against in dealing with delinquent » 
teenagers. 

His work with troubled youth 
began at New York’s Bellevue ,, 
Hospital, where he became a recre¬ 
ational therapist, using the arts, f 
games, and other types of play in a 
rehabilitative manner. 

Before he arrived a Bellevue, 
Ellson had been writing and getting 
published in various small literary 
magazines and journals. He was an 
NYU dropout, disillusioned by the ^ 
haphazard teaching techniques he was ■ 
paying hard-earned cash for, but he 
continued using his potato-picking- § 
earned typewriter. He had written * * 
hundreds of short stories before his * ‘ 
first novel, DUKE, was published in 
1949. Ellson was 39 years old, and V 
about to move into his forties and into 
a new career as a million-selling 




author. DUKE was a landmark book. _similar to his in subject matter— 

^ It’s a first-person account of a Negro 5pi“j dozens of titles dealing with Juvenile 


’ teenager who deals dope in Harlem 

* (and sometimes in Brooklyn), who 
hangs out with gangs, and who knows 
that his skin color won’t even get him 

V a beige chick, let alone a white one. 
It’s written in street vernacular, and 
even has a glossary so the squares can 
P look up terms like “pusher,” “Jap,” 

. “H,” and “punk.” The book became a 
Jj? top seller for both hardcover publisher 
Scribner’s and paperback-house 
*' 4 Popular Library in 1950. Bantam 
‘‘ ® Paperbacks jumped on the softcover 
rights in 1951. 

TOMBOY, his follow-up, sold 
in unprecedented numbers, going 
through a dozen printings. This third- 

* 1 person telling of a fifteen-year-old 
» girl’s life in a teenage gang (this time 

f , it’s an Irish gang—Ellson stresses the 
% . fact that gangs then were exclusive 
when it came to ethnic heritage) is 
■ powerful in its own right, its strength 
t g coming from the fact that this was the 

► ♦, * story of a young girl. This point of * 

* *, reference was new, different, and 

frightening to the reading public, 
which wasn’t (and still isn’t) ready to 
hear the dead-end story of a young 
female. However, this writing attract¬ 
ed a young Harlan Ellison to the 
world of teenage gangs: a realm that ^ 
Jk would spark a trainload of Delinquent 1 
r fiction from this excitable Ohioan. In 

* fact, Ellison told me that he was « 
'** thrilled, back when he was a boy in 

► _ Painesville, to see the name of Hal 

* Ellson on a paperback book at a * 
newsstand—he said he fantasized 

’ what his own name, so similar to * 
0 Ellson’s, would look like on a book 

* cover. That is what steered him to ' 
** buying a book by Ellson, and what ' 

prompted him to move to Brooklyn to 
write his excellent JUVIES. g 
j. TOMBOY also inspired young 
French filmmaker Marcel Came, who 
purchased the French film rights and 
made the bleak TERRAIN VAGUE, « 
0 which starred a cast of dozens of 
|> , authentic, sulky Paris JDs. 

The mid-Fifties found Hal Ellson 
« immersed in his work at Bellevue, 
and still plowing out an average of a 
thousand words a day on the subway, 
as well as managing a family of his 
0 own. With this type of schedule, he , 
0 may not have noticed the paperback 
.* industry exploding with titles very 


Delinquency were being issued each 
4 month. Some books were retitled | „ 

* back-titles, but there was also a steady . J 
m stream of books with “Teenage” and , 

“Delinquent” in the title. 

1952 was a landmark year for the 
paperback industry, as a new compa- Jft* 
ny (and future giant) was foimed by a t 
veteran UK paperbacker. Ian Ballan- » 
tine had been a key figure at British 
* Penguin Books before establishing ** 
I Bantam Books in the U.S. The touchy ® 
board of directors at Bantam ousted 
Ballantine in 1952, having decided , 
that he had displayed a severe lack of 
§ judgment in loaning a considerable 
f * sum of cash to their British Trans- * 
world subsidiary. Go-getter that he 
was, Ballantine was immediately back , 

* in the saddle with his own company, 
Ballantine Books, Inc. He had been • 

* unsuccessful in introducing one radi- 
j * cal idea to the Bantam board of direc- 

. tors—simultaneously releasing hard • 

, and softcover titles—but he put the 
- idea into immediate operation at his t 
. new company. 

Ellson’s sensational THE 
t GOLDEN SPIKE became Ballan- 
tine’s second title. Ian had been at \* 

1 Bantam when TOMBOY was issued, 
and had tracked its remarkable suc¬ 
cess in paperback there and at 
-* Scribner’s in hardcover. THE 
< GOLDEN SPIKE, which deals 
graphically with the world of teenage ‘ 

« drug addiction, was the start of a 
healthy working relationship between 
a . Ellson and Ballantine— SUMMER 
STREET. ROCK, and TELL 
THEM NOTHING followed THE * 
GOLDEN SPIKE in rapid-fire sue- | 

, * cession, all of them dealing with the * 

/ problems of urban adolescents. 

In 1952, the US Senate Subcom- 
mitee on Juvenile Delinquency went \ . 
f witch-hunting for the causes of teen 
crime. The Gathings Committee was € 
^ formed to start investigating the pub- * 
lishing industry, and it was decided ** 

1| that the popular arts—books, maga- # , 
i zines, and movies—were the culprits. £ 
The axe dropped on E.C. comics, ^ 

I exciting films, great books, and cool I . 
* • magazines. Although none of the * , 
Gaithings Committee’s proposals , I 
became law, the McCarthyistic focus 
on the paperback, magazine, and 
comics industries put the fear of God 
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into the publishers. With the PTAs of 
America scrutinizing everything in 
sight for Communistic sex and vio¬ 
lence, things had to tone down...for | 
awhile. 

No matter how altruistic and * 
socially redeeming the intentions of J 
the writer, none was safe from the 
harsh light of investigative hysteria. : 
Ellson was more than just a writer— 
he was a sociologist, drawing from t 
actual case histories and presenting us 
with certain truths, thinking he was | 
doing the reader (and the subject mat- , 
ter) some kind of service. Instead, he - 
got dragged through the mud and ^ 
branded a pornographer. One can * 
argue a case of reverse psychology for * 
JD paperbacks, however, as although 1 
the Gathings Committee had embar¬ 
rassed the book publishing industry, it 
had alerted the nation even more to 
the rising delinquency problem. The 
attempted scourge had exposed an f 
evil that suddenly became interesting | 
to everybody, and the 1950s officially « 
became the decade of teenage ram- 


birth 


Literary agents began pushing 
their authors to write about those wild j 
and crazy teenagers, and in effect 
many of today's established writers 
had their beginnings in JD material. 
Hollywood saw the youth market and * 
| delivered on every level. Bland song- 
and-dance routines that had satisfied 
their parents in pre-War times would i 
* never sate these new pagans. 


| cessful to that point being the Dead , a 
E nd Kids movies. The sensationalistic * 
REEFER MADNESS and other nar- 
*" cotic-terror flicks, as well as an array 
I of youth-gone-wrong movies, made 
millions of dollars from a public that • 

‘ couldn’t believe its eyes. Prior to the j, # ' ’ 

* onslaught of teenage films that came $ 
in the 1950s, teens had always moved * 
in orbit around the adult legions. Sure, 

* the Dead End Kids had their own 
junior-league Mafia going, but it was ' \ 
because they were trying to be like ’ “ 
full grown thugs. Guys with names M 

“* like “Rocky” and “Baby Face.” | 

Bad teenagers have been selling 
paperbacks successfully for five years » * 
before Hollywood got a grasp on real- 
, ity. By 1955, Columbia, M-G-M and 
j Warner Brothers had each released a 
film about the “new” youth problem. Sj 

* Columbia beat the others to the punch ' 

3 with THE WILD ONE, starring ** 

' Marlon Brando and a gang of leather- J *" 
jacketed thugs as a batch of somewhat " 
older delinquents in a motorcycle L * 

* gang terrorizing a small town’s citi- W. # 
zenry with their violent antics just for 1 

<the hell of it. BLACKBOARD JUN- / 
GLE was based on Evan Hunter’s 
J superfine book of the same name. 

' REBEL WITHOUT A CAUSE " 
m employed Irving Shulman briefly as * 

J screen scribe—when he was ousted 
^ from the project, his paperback JD ** 


The JD movie and paperback »* 
craze was off and running by 1955. 
Movie producers started cashing in as *» 
soon as the first week’s receipts from 
BLACKBOARD JUNGLE started 
pouring in and the fabulous teen 
exploitation explosion had begun, ^jag 


with hundreds of small-budget quick¬ 
ies blasting into drive-ins nationwide, r " 
now actually catering to the teenagers 
the films portrayed. TEENAGE */ 

CRIME WAVE, COOL AND THE 
CRAZY, HOT ROD GIRL, RE¬ 
FORM SCHOOL GIRL, JOYRIDE, * 

TEENAGE DOLL, TEENAGE J . 
THUNDER, HIGH SCHOOL CON- *** 
FIDENTIAL—the filmography of * 

teenage pictures goes on for quite a ? 
spell and has been nicely documented, . ** - 

especially now when virtually every ^ f? 
thing is available on video. t 

With books, and particularly with * 

paperbacks, the story is very, very dif- ■ 
ferent, and the experience of reading ^0 
is always truly extrasensory. 

It seems weird to me that histori- „ * 
ans keep trying to inject some kind of ** 
fallacy about the ’50s being years of . 
contentment, because that was the era jp 1 
that spawned the Juvenile Delinquent. . 

In the halcyon pre-WWII days of 
America, youngsters kept their place • >■ 

and tried gamely to ignore the gravita- m ■ 
tional pull of puberty. Rebellion g| „ 
against the establishment was virtual- . 
ly unknown—the worst offense a 
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teenager seemed to commit was talk- 
I ing back to his elders. Then in the 
post-war ’40s and ’50s, a sudden, 
wrenching sociological shift occurred 
which sent the nation’s Norman- 
. Rockwell family ideal on its ear. 

| Everything had been fine until Dad f 
marched off to war and Mom went to 
work, but Dad returned to the bosom 
, of his family somehow changed, hav- « 


is the moral that comes through in all § 
JD books—that even though gang »«r 
membership appears to offer a sense , 
of solid social structure, the characters • 
always find that loyalty is only on the ‘ 
surface, and that each person is really * 
out for himself (or often herse\f). *% 

As the Golden Age of ' 
Delinquency dawned, a revolutionary ' 
new role arrived for young women r- 


f - r * ing lost his vitality; he had come back J| well, as determined compatriots in the 

r# 


to a succession of low-class jobs, and 
| Mom had kept working herself in 
j order to keep her hair dyed a cheap 
shade of blonde. The brand-new gen- * 

■ eration that was delivered from the * 

» evils of war and want was nothing but g 
a bunch of lazy, directionless nogood- 

■ niks with too much money and time 1 
on their hands. 

Suddenly teenage crime started * - 
taking over the country. Of course, it 

* was disturbing to adults to see that ‘ 

* delinquents were suddenly appearing 
not only from the working-class urban * 

_ sector, but also from white-collar sub¬ 
urban homes. The deteriorating struc- ’ 
ture of home and hearth was the com- 
1 mon thread uniting these two different ^ 
r realms. The death of the traditional 
p American household made the con- * 
cept of the gang subculture appealing 
to the kids who were looking for a 
sense of belonging in a surrogate fam¬ 
ily. But in JD paperbacks, it’s a fatal ' 
mistake to take it at face value, no *• 
matter how solid the familial structure ' 
of the typical gang might seem. This * 




established youth gang subculture. 

• The sudden focus on teenagers threw |r* 
a sensationalistic light on the young 1 
criminal element, and naturally, bad v * 

. girls were especially drawn out. 

, The double whammy caused by 
the federal attacks on pornography as 
well as delinquency brought the phe¬ 
nomenon of girl gangs into focus, and n 
for the first time, shocked Americans * 
were forced to stare at the staggering . 

* crime statistics that referred to the fair ’ * 
sex, the gentle sex, the backbone of 
America—Woman. 

One of the coolest accomplish- 
| ments of JD fiction as a genre (and it » 
truly is a separate category of modem | 
prose) is the establishment of babes as 
respectable, bona-fide, equal-time *», 
characters truly deserving of the rank | 

\ of Juvenile Delinquent, although there r ® 
St was a lot of sleaze out there. From the # 

, earliest writings about juvenile crime i* •» 
’ in the United States—specifically ^ 
New York City—young women par¬ 
ticipating in gang activities have been 
portrayed as nothing more than flot- - 
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sam in a man’s world. In the last cen- ' 
tury, “bad girls” were considered to * 
be at the disposal of males, tolerated %. 
because they made themselves avail- « 
able for sex and because they provid¬ 
ed an occasional alibi and often finan¬ 
cial support. Within the structure of 
the gang, however, girls were consid- 
ered interfering agents, stirring up 
trouble between the boys or trying to 1 
get them away from the gang. This , 
could well be why these junior molls 
began forming sister gangs with their ' 
boyfriends’ organizations, taking the 
male gang’s name and image and , 
working with them. If the boys want¬ 
ed to treat the girls as outsiders, it was 
up to the gals to prove their allegiance m 
to the guys. In other words, if you 
can’t beat ’em, join ’em. 

Naturally the kingpin of JD fic- 1 s 
tion, Hal Ellson, was responsible for . 
the human and humane portrayal of , 
gang girls for perhaps the first time in , 
American literature. Where females 
had been used as criminal fringe-ele- * 
ments in hard-boiled novels and as * 
sex objects in the masses of male-ori- ( 
ented “dirty books,” they had never 
been permitted to stand alone on their 
own. Ellson had a unique view of 
JDs—he never considered their ado- 
lescence as temporary, something that 
would fade as they became adults. | 
Rather, he exposed them in a space in - 
time, and in a world all their own, a 
very real, exclusive subculture. Where 1 
other JD writers were still following 




JBHM 

|M2*I£S 


Start reading any of Ellson’s CL yet entered the world of the written 
greats, like TOMBOY, DUKE, or " word, may I be the first to encourage 
NEST OF FEAR, and it’s immedi- : ,./4 you to do so. Here you will find 
fil ately apparent that you’re into some- ; much, much more than entertainment, 
thing really different. Ellson had this t more than a glamorization of violence 
microcosm thing that worked culture : ' and sex—in the fine stuff, in the early 

. into subculture into sub-subculture; he * novels like DUKE and THE AM- 
took us into the inner workings of a m BOY DUKES and in the later vol- 
, gang (which was a small-scale > umes like STAIRWAY TO NO- 
instance of what was happening in the ®* WHERE and NEST OF FEAR (both 
world at large), and then he moved his *■ by Ellson, naturally), you are, as an 
’ theories into the individual characters, ' exponent of modem man- and wom- 
( never resorting to sensationalism. To * # is anhood, drawn into the private 
» * him, truth was always more riveting * notions that have been in your noggin 

than the imaginary. Although Hal ^ all along, waiting to bring you into the 

l _ Ellson is a prime example of the JD t universal adolescent mind, the peak 

" writers who portrayed young women freen point of mental clarity that is 
as very special individuals, it is inter- t clouded and perverted and destroyed 
esting to note that this facet of the continually as we are alternately 
% ’ genre showed up in the very best. squeezed and molded and squelched 

Not only were there the ladies- ' and mollycoddled into what is known 

• auxiliary-type gangs which ran along- % as maturity. Ellson was the prime 
side the guys’ gangs, there were also , * mover in sending across the message 

# independent all-girl terror gangs with that when the you are the most lost, 

one seeming purpose: to be violent. » the squarest of pegs, the most anti- 

, The anonymously scribbled I’M A social, the most filled with doubt, and 

MANIAC depicts a 120-member . i the most lacking in confidence, is 

* Chicago she-gang called the Southern when you are perfect. And even if a 

Queens, a pack whose sole raison 45-year-old novel about hopheads 

d'etre seems to be to beat on non- with switchblades doesn’t blow your 

* gang girls. Young women are por- * proverbial doors off, maybe you will 

* trayed in JD novels as independent, m % at least appreciate the grand, unavoid- 
aggressive, angry people who are ; able JD tradition, steeped in myth and 
often much more brutal and cold- mayhem, and a whole lotta inner mys- 
hearted than the guys. Looking at the tique. 

^ cover art and advertising for these 

* ' paperbacks, you can see that there is / 

« an absence of the usual hard-boiled 
violence against females—instead, | * < 
women are strong, full-forced people 
| with definite, equal cover time. We * 
have six different books called » 

1 ’ GANG GIRL(S), and all six offer the ^ 

* same directive—that women are no . 

* ' different from men when it comes to 

' criminal activities. The amazing » 

^ WOMEN IN CRIME magazine J Miriam Linna lives in Brooklyn. 

< which thrived through the 1940s and ♦' she ls wntin S THE BAD SEED BIBLE. 
’50s dealt with female criminals only, V J bibliographical history of JD fiction. 
» glorifying the fair sex in a most equal • 1 Her fanzine BAD SEED (named after the 
! manner. Delivered in the pages of % ” about an inherently delinquent little 

1 , , u , * is dedicated to Juvenile Delinquent 

* WIC s P a 8 es are murderers robbers . - * she aho Mshes THE SMUT 
traitors, drug dealers, and sadis s-all f pEn[)[ ER a catalog fanzine ahout eady 
women. Hardly the pathetic hly-hv- aduU paperbacks _ S he and her main 
ered femmes that saturate other types k squeeze Billy Miller publish KICKS 
of modern literature, the young Magazine, and they run 

\ woman of the JD novel is The Boss, r V the f abu i ous Norton 
Wk* as she should be. Records empire. For inf or- 

’** If you, dear TEASE! reader, ,* ma tion, please write to M K 

* have viewed - and enjoyed the world of #’ 1 . NORTON RECORDS, PO 

Juvenile Delinquent films on video ’ Box 646, Cooper Station, ~^ 

and on the big screen, but have not * - NY, NY 10003. 


hard-boiled patterns, relegating girls 
into submissive roles as ignorant pets 
who injected spice and sexuality into 
their tales, Ellson treated young 
women as real people with gargantuan 
problems that went beyond the boys’ 
rumbles. Writing from the poor urban 
perspective, Ellson knew that there 
were very few sweet tomorrows for 
gang girls, that their only futures were 
dead-end streets—and yet he gave 
them dignity and omniscience, sort of 
a base Madonna quality of suffering to 
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Musical madman Lux Interior shares his most sizzlin 
pix of the Bad-Girl Queen of Rock’ n ’Roll! 


36 





















by Helen Highwater with photographs by Lux Interior 

r '¥j7^oison Ivy of The Cramps is a legendary stunner in 
—■'-^-rock’n’roll circles, and deservedly so—whether with her 
drop-dead gorgeous looks or her hard-drivin’ guitar-play- 
^ ing. Ivy will get you cornin’ and goin’! Her exquisite 
sleaze-culture beauty has adorned virtually every Cramps cover 
since the group started in 1976, but seeing Ivy onstage live is like 
witnessing the Fire Dance of the Volcano Goddess up close ’n’ per¬ 
sonal! She’ll play you like a perverse puppetmaster, setting you up 
with a lazy, languid, string-stroking rhythm, then POWH she’ll buf¬ 
fet you into sensory overload with a mind-thrashing sonic barrage 
worthy of Link Wray—but the Linkster never had curves like these! 
No doubt about it. Poison Ivy surely rates as one Dangerous Woman 
with a capital WHOA! 

A glittering panorama of Poison Ivy as glimpsed through the lens of Lux Interior’ 

Opposite page: Ivy poses pensively with some of her beloved records for the cover shoot of 
BLUES FIX. The shot on top was the one chosen for the CD cover. 

This page. top. left and right Ivy gets a little devil into her for /t DATE WITH ELVIS. 
Second photo Bikin' w ith Ivy for ROCK1NNREELININA UCKIANDNEWZEAIANDXXX. 
Third photo The allure of velour! More international Ivy. this time in Athens. 

Bottom right: Not only is she ravishing, she's handy with a blowtorch! Poison Ivy encased 
in PVC on the cover of The Cramps ’ latest CD release. FLAMEJOB. 

Bottom middle .The Devil’s delight' Ivy. dressed for success, lounging around her home. 
Bottom left: BIKINI GIRLS WITH MACHINE GUNS features Ivy’s sm-tillating harem 
drag and an assault weapon. What more could you want 9 


















O nly one photographer is < 
tion given off during a 
group’s howling-mad lea 
the End-Times, Lux Inti 
shot of Ivy after another for theii 
TEASE! got a major charge when 
graphic' gatefold especially for oui 
knocked out when he sent these t 


Goddess centerfold of the ethereal Ivy! 
you’re deluxe—and thanks for the front-r 


rong enough to withstand the deadly radia 
typical Cramps’ album-cover shoot the 
i singer and hlack-leather Frankenstein for 
nor. His camera has caught one fabulous 
distinctive album covers, so we here at 
Lux offered to shoot our first-ever photo- 
Dangerous Women issue. Were we ever 
lese way-cool pix and the stunning Tiki 
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hrough their music. Ivy and Lux champion the preservation of America’s half-forgotten Trash Culture. 
J ■ l Thanks to their efforts, the cheezy kicks of the past will survive to thrill a whole new generation, and the art 
of the four-cornered album-cover Pin-Up will not be lost. Their soul-felt devotion is easy to see when Poison 
Ivy puts her white-hot gunmetal heart into The Cramps’ songs, which range from psychobilly renditions of 
the great Bad-Girl Bad-Film themes FASTER, PUSSYCAT! and SHE-DEVILS ON WHEELS to their own composi¬ 
tions “Bikini Girls with Machine Guns” and “All Women are Bad.” We think Poison Ivy puts the exclamation point on 
TEASE! and we hereby proclaim her Music's Most Dangerous Woman! 








photo bu Lux Interior 
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I n the golden age of newspaper 
adventure comic strips, one 
man stands out as the creator 
of beautiful and dangerous 
women. Milton Caniff (1907-1988) 
was a legend in cartooning. His 
long career influenced at least two 
generations of writers and artists. 
Caniff excelled at creating memo¬ 
rable female characters. He once 
commented, “Everyone enjoys a 
beautiful woman doing anything. If 
she’s dangerous, then it’s all the 
more fascinating.” 

Milton Caniff was born 
February 28th, 1907, in Hillsboro, 
Ohio, the only child of John and 
Elizabeth Burton Caniff. His father 
was a printer, so there was always 
scrap paper for the talented young¬ 
ster to use. He suffered from 
insomnia, and was up at all hours 
in his room drawing. A wealthy 
friend of the Caniffs had an enor- 


allowed the young boy to use it. 
That’s where Milt read the great 
adventure classics. He became a 
storyteller himself, entertaining his 
fellow Boy Scouts at campfires. He 
often told them continued stories to 
keep them in suspense. 

The Caniff family moved to 
Dayton, Ohio, and Milt’s career as 
a cartoonist began in 1921 on the 
DAYTON JOURNAL-HERALD 
newspaper. He then got a short¬ 
lived job in Florida on the MIAMI 
DAILY NEWS. But this was a 
brief stay, because he was bitten by 
a mosquito and got phlebitis. This 
lasted throughout his lifetime and 
kept him from serving in World 
War II. I mention this because he 
felt guilty not being able to fight as 
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his grandfather did in the Civil War. That guilt caused 
him to create the MALE CALL strip, which ran in hun¬ 
dreds of military papers and was a great morale builder. 

While attending Ohio State University as a Line 
Arts major, he worked on the COLUMBUS DIS¬ 
PATCH newspaper. His skills as an artist were noticed 
by the Associated Press and they offered him a job in 
New York. While in the bullpen art department of the 
Associated Press, he did spot illustrations, panel car¬ 
toons, and portraits of people in the news. It was then 
that he created his first comic strip, DICKIE DARL. 
Dickie was a boy who loved to read adventure books, 
then he would fall asleep and dream that he was part of 
the story. He became the sidekick to the hero. 



People began to notice Caniff s work, and he was 
offered a better job by a big newspaper syndicate. He cre¬ 
ated a new comic strip for the CHICAGO TRIBUNE- 
NEW YORK NEWS syndicate. This was the legendary 
TERRY AND THE PIRATES. 

His peers referred to him as “The Rembrandt of the 
Comics,” but Caniff considered himself primarily a news¬ 
paper man. It was his job, he often said, to sell tomorrow’s 
paper. In those days of continued strips, the public 
couldn’t wait until tomorrow’s paper to see what hap¬ 
pened. 

His most famous creation was the Dragon Lady in his 
TERRY AND THE PIRATES comic strip. She was a 
Eurasian woman who led an army of rebel Chinese sol¬ 
diers and did some pirating work to fund her causes. She 
was a clever strategist, and was quite deadly when crossed. 

There actually was a woman pirate who roamed the 
China Seas during the first part of this century. However, 
photos show her to be a mannish, toadlike character. 
Caniff made her a classic beauty. On at least two occa¬ 
sions, she attempted to kill the handsome hero, Pat Ryan. 
However, she was in love with him and always let him 
live. 

The Dragon Lady character haunted Caniff for his 
entire career. He was never able to create a character who 
equalled her. He made sure that she was not seen too often 
in the strip, so it was always an event when she reap¬ 
peared. 

In a career which spanned fifty years, Caniff created 
several dangerous women. Here are a few: 

Nastalthia Smythe-Heatherstone was a spoiled child, 
who the Terry crew spirited safely through war-torn China. 
Far from being grateful to them, she was arrogant, stub¬ 
born, and a royal pain-in-the-behind. She almost got them 
killed when they were captured by an arms dealer who 
sold to both sides, but they managed to escape and deliver 
the brat to her wealthy father in Hong Kong. 

Years later, Caniff brought her back all grown up. 
This time she lusted for Terry, and came between him and 
his best friend. She also scuttled a food drop to hundreds 
of starving people. She was nastier than ever! 

Then, once, in Indochina they came upon a woman 
who ran a hotel on the edge of the jungle. Her name was 
Madam Sud, and she was a stout, red-haired matron who 
befriended the Terry crew. In this episode, Terry met his 
first girl friend, April Kane. April was a sweet Southern 
girl. In a strange plot twist. Madam Sud is revealed to be a 
Lesbian spy named Sanjak! 

In one unforgettable Sunday page, Madam Sud pulls 
off her wig and removes her fake body to reveal the slim, 
dark-haired Sanjak. She puts a monocle in her eye and 
hypnotizes April Kane, making her a prisoner. For a spec¬ 
tacular finish, she blows up the island they are on and 
escapes in a speedboat. 

Years later, during World War II, Caniff brought back 
Sanjak, now posing as a French male pilot. This time she 
was working for the Nazis as a saboteur. But she was 
found out and attempted to escape by killing a pilot and 
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During WWII, Caniff found time to do one special strip each 
week for the Armed Forces newspapers. It ran in GI papers all over 
the world. Sometimes it was printed by crude mimeograph with sten¬ 
cils, sometimes it was run off of quality printing presses. Whatever 
the paper looked like, the guys always watched for that special strip 
by Milton Caniff. It was called MALE CALL, and at first it featured 
Burma from the TERRY strip. But soon, client newspapers who ran 
TERRY complained, and he replaced Burma with a new sexy lady. 

She was called Miss Lace, and she is still remembered fondly, 
fifty-three years later. In the strip, she called all the guys “General” 
and was a deflater of pomposity. She gave the GIs a touch of sweet 
femininity and reminded them what they were fighting for. 

Sometimes the strips were rejected as being too raunchy. Hugh 
Hefner once told me that he will always be grateful to Milton Caniff. 
I asked him, “Why?” Well, it seems that Hefner needed something to 
punch up the second issue of PLAYBOY (it’s the second issue of a 
new magazine that is crucial, not the first). Hef got Milt’s permission 
to run the censored MALE CALL strips, and that put the issue over! 

When doing special Pin-Up drawings of Miss Lace, Milt made 
her sexier than ever—but he never.drew her nude. We talked once 
about some of the skin magazines and their full “beaver shots.” He 
pointed out that it’s what’s hidden that is really sexy. It’s more fun if 
something is held back. Lace’s costumes were scanty, but tasteful! 

In 1945, Simon and Schuster published a collection of 121 
MALE CALL strips. The book had hard covers and a dust jacket, 
and sold for $ 1.00. It went into several printings and became a col¬ 
lector’s item. 

In 1959, Grossett and Dunlap came out with another MALE 
CALL reprint book. This time it had many more strips and was pro¬ 
moted as the complete collection. However, in 1987, Kitchen Sink 
Press came out with what I consider the most beautifully designed, 
definitive MALE CALL reprint book. There are also French and 
Spanish editions, which continue to sell. Our old lady from the '40s 
is ever new. 

Why MALE CALL’S staying power? Perhaps it’s the charm of 
Lace herself. She truly enjoys the company of men. She is not a tease 
or competitive. Her one goal is to be there for the servicemen with 
comfort and support. 

She is not a prostitute! (Although some people read that into it.) 
But she is a model of the kind of woman men like. 


Above and left: Miss Lace personified everything that our servicemen were 
fighting for. She appeared in countless Armed Services newspapers the 
world over. 
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Caniff turned out TERRY AND THE PIRATES 
for twelve years, but he was not completely satisfied 
with the terms under which he produced the strip. He 
did not own TERRY. In 1947, publisher Marshall 
Field was starting his own syndicate, and when he 
offered Caniff complete editorial control (very impor¬ 
tant to his storyline) and ownership of whatever new 
property he created, Caniff jumped at the opportunity. 
The new strip was called STEVE CANYON. 

For STEVE CANYON, Caniff had to create a 
whole new cast of characters. This new strip would be 
set in the USA, and his goal was to create a new dan¬ 
gerous woman who would rival the Dragon Lady. 

Enter Copper Calhoun, a wealthy and ruthless 
business tycoon who was the terror of Wall Street. She 
hired Canyon to fly her to her business interests around 
the world. After refusing Copper’s sexual advances, 
Canyon found his true love. Summer Olsen. To stand 
in the way of the two lovers. Copper hired Summer as 
her personal secretary at a fabulous salary, whereupon 
she overworked and humiliated her. After many years 
of this, Caniff had Canyon marry Summer, and Copper 


found other victims. She was a mean one, but not quite a 
Dragon Lady. 

During the forty-year run of STEVE CANYON, Caniff 
created hundreds of dangerous paper dolls. There was Doe 
Redwood, pilot and lady soldier of fortune; there was Delta, 
who once worked for Big Red, a fat, pipe-smoking nightclub 
entertainer and gangster. There was Madam Lynx, an inter¬ 
national spy; she looked like the gorgeous movie actress, 
Illona Massey. There was Cheetah, a streetwise Asian 
woman, who bleached her hair blond and preyed on barflies 
and young servicemen; Cheetah spoke in a pidgin English, 
which gave the character a touch of humor. Herself Muldoon 
was a beautiful racketeer who dealt in drugs; the Maid of 
Nine wore body armor and a mask to conceal her identity. 

Queen Bay is the vain, power-hungry second wife of the 
King of Mahnay. She dominates her meek husband and is 
cruel to her stepdaughter, the Princess Thaja. In a rage, the 
Princess stabs the Queen in the hand, and the wound 
becomes infected with gangrene. Queen Bay attempts to 
shoot Thaja and kills the King by accident. In a startling cli¬ 
max, she chops off her infected hand and escapes. Thaja then 


becomes queen, and turns out to be a cruel monarch. 

A year later, readers were surprised to see the dangerous 
ex-Queen Bay again. This time she had gathered her follow¬ 
ers and had become a pirate. There was now a hook to 
replace the amputated hand; from this point on in the strip, 
she was called Madam Hook. 

Marilyn Monroe was the sensation of the Fifties, and 
Caniff was inspired to create Miss Mizzou, a wise-cracking 
lady who was always nude under her ever-present trench- 
coat. Minerva Koal was a double agent who posed as the 
adorable Pootsie. Carrot Kane was a college-educated strip¬ 
per, a strong, independent woman who worked for the CIA 


f MISTER CAHYOH / 

| PEOPLE DO NOT REFUSE AwASAPmS 
| WHEN SUMMONED BY 
\ copper calhoon ! Je 


Giving them the business in a big way! Copper 
Calhoun is the queen of the hostile takeover. 

Above: As Copper appeared in the strip. 

Left: Dig those eyebrows! Caniff poses with a real-life 
Copper, model/actress Carol Ohmart, in 1946. 









and infiltrated a Castro-like group of revolutionaries; Carrot 
also became Zarra, a female Zorro who wore a cape and 
mask, rode a white horse, and helped oppressed peasants. 

Remembering the fun he had had with a child villainess, 
Caniff created ten-year-old Horshoffer Jones, the daughter 
of a high-level government businessman. She is kidnapped 
by a gang of terrorists who hold her for ransom. This is one 
tough little girl—she accuses the gang of being stupid, and 
takes over the ransom operation to get more money out of 
her hated father. Canyon is sent to rescue her, but is captured 
himself. The gang allows the child to think she is in charge, 
but they plan to kill her and Steve when the money arrives. 
Steve escapes with the protesting child and returns her, unre¬ 
pentant, to her father. Whew! 

In 1956, Caniff introduced Poteet Canyon, Steve’s 
“kissin’ cousin.” Poteet enters the strip as a teenager, and we 
see her grow up in the funny pages. All this time, she is in 
love with Steve and hopes he will marry her someday. This 
gave Caniff a chance to write about unrequited love, which 
he did very well. 

Poteet eventually chose a career in journalism. She got 
her first job on a newspaper, then after a while, she moved 
into the magazine world. Her editor on FLAM Magazine 
was a dynamic, tough lady named Virgilia Downspout. She 
had green hair and wore a monocle. Virgilia had a black sec¬ 
retary sidekick named Zeee, who said some pretty outra¬ 
geous things. Again, Caniff s skill at writing great dialogue 
personified itself with these two characters. 

Another woman who grew up in the strip was Convoy, 
an Iranian girl who was part of a group of liberated women 
outlaws who dressed all in black and rode horses. They 
called themselves the Black Widows. Convoy became the 
sweetheart of Steve’s stepson, Leighton Olsen. 

There were many more dangerous women in Milton 
Caniff s cast of characters—but we’ll have to save some for 
later. 

Since I worked as the letterer of STEVE CANYON for 
12*/ 2 years, I was a confidant of my boss, Milton Caniff. I 
was also a big fan, and enjoyed hearing the stories as they 
were being created. One dangerous lady Milt planned to do 
is in Limbo because he died first. But he told me about her. 

In a certain hotel in Hong Kong there is a long, narrow 
lobby. On one side sit the “good girls,” and on the other side 
sit the “bad girls,” the whores. This one notorious hooker 
was always the rebel who sat on the side with the good girls. 
The American servicemen called her “the Beast of the East”! 

Milt was always on the lookout for the type of story he 
could drop that dangerous lady into. He never lost his enthu¬ 
siasm for that sort of thing, and we are all the richer for it. 


Shel Dorf is a lifelong lover of comics. 
He founded the Detroit Triple Fan Fair 
and the San Diego Comics Convention, 
and was Milton Caniff s friend for over 
thirty-seven years. 
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Cleo Moore: 
MY FAVORITE 
BAD GIRL 

by Joe Anderko 


confess—Cleo Moore is my favorite Bad Girl. My initiation 
I to Cleo’s charms first occurred in 1980 while viewing a 
I 16mm print of ONE GIRL’S CONFESSION. I was bewitched 
JLby this buxom blonde, not only by her appearance but with 
her attitude. Immediately, I sensed I wanted Moore. She projected 
the image of a tough, brazen, streetwise vamp with a heart of gold. 
Cleo seemed very real, very believable. She came off as a schem¬ 
ing, sexy siren, yet retained a girl-next-door innocence. Here was 
a gal who could look after herself, expecting no favors. She 
played all the angles and looked you straight in the eye. 

Left: Glamour in the slammer! Somehow Cleo looked her best behind bars. 

Below: Smokin ’! In war paint and skins, Cleo prepares for a manhunt! 
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Cleo Moore was born October 31, 
1928 in Galvez, Louisiana. Showing an 
early interest in acting, she participated 
in grammar school and high school 
plays. At the tender age of fifteen, she 
married Palmer Long (son of contro¬ 
versial Louisiana Senator/Governor 
Huey Long). The marriage was brief, 
lasting only six weeks. 

fn 1946, Cleo and her family 
moved to, the rapidly growing San 
Fernando Valley in Southern California, 
where her father was a real estate con¬ 
tractor/builder. After settling in Van 
Nuys, Cleo began modeling for maga¬ 
zine cheesecake photos—a typical step¬ 
ping stone for most Hollywood hope¬ 
fuls. In a short time she became a 
reigning “Queen of Cheesecake.” She 
had been Queen of her high school 
three years in a row. High School 
Football Queen, Future Farmers of 
America queen. Miss T-Shirt, Miss 
Van Nuys, and Queen of San Fernando 
Valley. 

Her ample appeal (37-22-35 at 
5’3”, 120 lbs.) posed for many 

Above left: Cleo smolders in a publicity still. 
Left: “Men, money, and me go together!" 
Cleo is sweatered hell in ONE GIRL’S 
CONFESSION. 


renowned glamour photographers, such 
as Earl Leaf and Peter James Samerjan. 
Some of her most notable shots filled 
the pages of GLAMOROUS MOD¬ 
ELS, COVER GIRL MODELS, and 
FAMOUS MODELS. These cheese¬ 
cake mags from the early 50’s were a 
showcase for potential screenstars. All 
this eye-popping exposure of Cleo cre¬ 
ated a frenzy with Hollywood press 
agents. 

Cleo’s big break to enter the 
movies came in 1948. As the story 
goes, she was attending the Friday 
night boxing matches at the American 
Legion Stadium in Hollywood when a 
talent scout from Warner Brothers spot¬ 
ted her. She landed a small part in 
EMBRACEABLE YOU, followed with 
an avalanche of cheesecake publicity 
for the movie fan magazines. Shortly 
following came a role in CONGO 
BILL (based on the D.C. comic book 
character), a 1948 serial of fifteen 
chapters starring Don McGuire. Cleo 
appeared as Lureen, the mysterious 
WHITE QUEEN OF AFRICA. Then, 
in rapid succession, Cleo obtained bit 
parts in six pictures at RKO in 1950 
and ’51. 

Between films, Cleo was still pos¬ 
ing for cheesecake publicity. Finding 
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something else, and they were married 
soon after completing STRANGE FAS¬ 
CINATION. 

Her alliance with Haas created a 
characterization in subsequent films 
that persisted to the end of her career. 
She was typecast as a scheming Jezebel 
who cheats on her older husband. This 
theme became a Haas standard, recy¬ 
cled in various forms for the films he 
directed and produced, all starring Cleo 
Moore. From 1952 to 1957, she 
appeared in seven Haas productions, 
her personal favorite being BAIT. 

Cleo’s performances were becom¬ 
ing predictable, and she realized it. She 
was tired of the cheesecake publicity, 
too, but was the center of attention in a 
publicity stunt in the spring of 1955. 
Cleo became known as the “T.V. Kiss 
Girl.” New York disc jockey Jack 
Eigen staged a televised kiss with Cleo 
on his early morning TV show. The 
kiss with Eigen lasted 55 minutes and 
cost him his job. But Cleo was front¬ 
page news across the country the next 
day. 

By 1957, feeling that nothing new 
could develop from her association 
with Haas, she announced that HIT 
AND RUN would be their last film 
together. Soon after, they were 
divorced. Haas continued to produce 
and direct four more films. Cleo never 
made another movie. She left show 
business for good, returning to her 
home state of Louisiana. 

In 1960, Cleo tried her hand at pol- 
itics and ran unsuccessfully for 
Lieutenant Governor of Louisiana. 
That same year she remarried, and 
moved back to California with her new 
husband, Herbert Heftier. She pursued 
a prosperous career in real estate with 
the help of her father. On October 25, 
1973, at the age of 44, Cleo Moore died 
of a coronary arrest. 

Cleo’s acting ability was limited 
and her physical beauty allowed her to 
be typecast as “the girl all men 
want...but shouldn’t marry.” 
Hollywood has always had a strange 
fascination for blondes and Cleo 
Moore, the “Canary Blonde,” was no 
exception. By the 1950s, blondes were 
a dime a dozen in Hollywood. But for 
me there could be no other—she stands 
out. Cleo is my favorite Bad Girl!!! 


Joe Anderko is the co-creator 
of THE BETTY PAGES and 
is a semi-regular contributor 
to TEASE! 




Behind bars again! Poor Cleo's in the same pickle in different films. 

Above: “Hey! 1 wanna see the screenwriter! ” Stuck in the jug in THE OTHER WOMAN. 
Facing page: Cleo contemplates her next riot while doing time in WOMEN'S PRISON. 


CLEO MOORE FILMOGRAPHY 

WARNER BROS. 

RKO 

EMBRACEABLE YOU (1948) 

DYNAMITE PASS (1950) 

THIS SIDE OF THE LAW (1950) 

RIO GRANDE PATROL (1950) 

COLUMBIA 

HUNT THE MAN DOWN (1950) 

CONGO BILL (serial. 1948) 

GAMBLING HOUSE (1951) 

STRANGE FASCINATION 

THE PACE THAT THRILLS) 1951) 

(1952, Hugo Haas Production) 

ON DANGEROUS GROUND(1951) 

ONE GIRL’S CONFESSION 

20th CENTURY FOX 

(1953, Haas Production) 

THY NEIGHBOR’S WIFE 

BAIT (1954 ,Haas Produciion) 

(1953, Haas Production) 

WOMEN’S PRISON (1955) 

THE OTHER WOMAN 

OVER-EXPOSED (1956) 

(1954, Haas Production) 

UNIVERSAL INTERNATIONAL 

UNITED ARTISTS 

HIT AND RUN 

HOLD BACK TOMORROW 

(1957, Haas Production) 

9 

(1955, Haas Production) 


55 










Interview by Susan Barrows 

with Illustrations by Mitch O ’Connell 


ASTER, PUSSYCAT! KILL! 
LJ KILL! THE DOLL SQUAD! 
M 1 THE ASTRO-ZOMBIES! 

No look at Dangerous Women would 
be complete without including the renowned 
stripper and cult-film actress Tura Satana, the 
„ undisputed Queen of the Bad Girls. Her stark 

_ beauty and unmistakable presence have won 
her legions of devoted fans, but she has long 
remained a mysterious, elusive figure. I wanted 
to shed some light on this compelling subject, 
but with this issue’s deadline drawing near, I 
was ready to give up hope. When Miss Satana 
proved impossible to find through normal chan¬ 
nels, I put out feelers through the Bad Girls’ 
network—and the next thing I knew, Tura 
called the Pure Imagination offices looking for 




3 * 


To my delight, I found Miss Satana to 
be friendly and forthcoming, an absolute joy to 
interview. Her disarming unpretentiousness 
immediately won me over, and in no time at all 
the structured format of the interview degener¬ 
ated into two chicks talking trash about Bad 
Girls, Bad Films, and what kind of eyeliner is 
the best for those homicidal desert rampages. 


Talkin ’ Trash with TURA SATANA, 
The SADDEST Bad Girl of Them All! 


Susan Barrows: Well, pinch me, I’m dreaming — it’s hard to believe 
that I'm actually speaking with the most consistently dangerous woman 
in American film. 

TURA SATANA: [ Laughs ] I guess so! 

SB: We ’ll be covering your stripping career in a later interview, but 
right now I want to focus on your film career. Was IRMA la DOUCE 
[1963] your first screen role? 

TURA: No, that was for HAWAIIAN EYE, back in 1958. 

SB: How did you land the job? 

TURA: I was working at the Follies Theatre in Los Angeles, and one 
of the casting directors caught my show. I got a note backstage, saying 
he’d like me to try out for the part in this TV show, so I said, “Okay!” 

SB: Was acting something that you wanted to do? 

TURA: Not really, but my dad was in the silent movies, so it was 
something that he was kind of pleased with. He never frowned on my 60^ 
^ dancing—he always encouraged anything I wanted to do. 

SB: Let's talk about IRMA. I loved you as Suzette Wong in that great 
white sheath dress with the tassels — 

TURA: [ Laughs ] You like that one, huh? I was the only one of the 
girls who wore two outfits; I had the striped dress and a brown skirt 
and blouse. The blouse had tassels on it, too! When Jack Lemmon said. 

Good show!” to me in the film, I had just been doing a backbend and 


Above: This Wong definitely makes a right! Tura Satana 
tricked out in ball-chain tassels as the statuesque Parisian 
streetwalker Suzette Wong in IRMA la DOUCE. 
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sudden...! It turned out they tipped it 
just a little too far one time, and every¬ 
body wound up falling on me! 

SB: There’s a paddy-wagon shot on the 
back cover of the soundtrack album 
where you’re looking down, clutching 
your leg. Was that taken shortly after 
impact? 

TURA: [Laughs] Yeah, I think it was, 
because after that I spent a lot of time 
going to the hospital. I pulled a muscle, 
really bad. I would have been in the 
film a lot more if I hadn’t done that. 

SB: In WHO'S BEEN SLEEPING IN 
MY BED? [1963], you appear as a 
dancer in a Tijuana nightclub sequence 
with Dean Martin, Elizabeth Mont¬ 
gomery, and Carol Burnett. 

TURA: Dean did a great take when I 
was twirling the tassels. He got a big 
kick out of that. 

SB: Your hair in that film is fabulous! 
Your beehive defies gravity—how did 
you get it so high? [Laughter] 

TURA: [ Laughs ] The secret of that was 
my cousin, Peter Young. He’s a hair¬ 
dresser, and he did my hair. And back 
then my hair was longer—it helps. 
Peter also does Crystal Gayle’s hair, 
and that’s saying something! 


Left: “Frisk ’em, Joe, they might have 
something on ’em!" Shirley MacLaine, 
Turn, and a gaggle of IRMA co-stars fill the 
infamous paddy wagon in a take filmed 
shortly before Tura 's painful mishap. 


SB: For that role, were you again dis¬ 
covered onstage? 

TURA: That was with [director] Danny 
Mann. Danny worked with me on 
WHO’S BEEN SLEEPING IN MY 
BED?, OUR MAN FLINT, different 
films. He and I had a little thing going 
then. We were really good friends. He 
would always have me come and work 
in one of his films, no matter which one 
it was. 

SB: Well, it's always good to work with 
a friend, who’s reliable — 

TURA: He knew that I would always 
be there if he needed me, and that I 
would work—I wouldn’t just stand 
around there and do nothing. 

SB: You do go all out in your perfor¬ 
mances. In the nightclub scene in OL 
MAN FLINT, did you play the parts 
two different dancers, one with yo, 
hair up, and the other with it down? 
TURA: Yeah, that was me! 

SB: When the fisrfight between James 
Coburn and the other secret agent 
breaks out right at your feet, were those 
your feet or a double's ? 

TURA: That was my ankle he had a 
hold of! [Laughter] He almost made me 
fall down, too, that jerk... 

SB: Yeah! When he grabs your ankle, I 
thought [shocked] “He’s grabbin' 
Varla —!’’ [Laughter] I try to separate 
you from your characters, but, ohhh, 
Varla... 

TURA: A lot of people can’t separate 
me from Varla! 

SB: “Whatcha got for sin, Varla?" 
Yeah, let’s get into FASTER, PUSSY¬ 
CAT! KILL! KILL!! God! From that 
first explosive shot of you, I could tell 
that this fdm was going to be a roller¬ 
coaster ride. Varla was something I 
had never encountered before — I’d 
never seen a woman come out and pick 
a fight with a macho tough-guy and 
then grind his ass into the desert, for no 
reason other than that she just felt like 
it—! I was stunned. 




twirling the tassels backwards, one at a 
time. He loved that move. Everyone 
was fascinated with how I could do that 
with clothes on. 

SB: Wow! You really livened up that 
set! 

TURA: Oh, yeah, it was a lot of fun. 
All of the girls were professional 
dancers and singers. It was great fun 
working with these girls, but basically, 
working with Billy Wilder was the 
kicks. He came and caught my show at 
the Pink Pussycat Club in LA. He was 
with his wife, and when I came onstage 
and started dancing, he said, “Ah! 
There’s my Suzette Wong!” It was fun. 
I thought they were going to make it 
like the Broadway play, you know, the 
musical. But it turned out he didn’t 
want it as a musical; he wanted it as a 
straight comedy without songs. 
Unfortunately, I would have been in the 
film more if I hadn’t busted my leg. 

SB: Ow! Did you do that on the set? 
TURA: Yeah. I hurt my leg when we 
were in the paddy wagon. It was sta¬ 
tionary, and they kept bouncing it back 
and forth. What happened was, the girls 
were all crammed in there together, 
playing around with it, and then all of a 
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TURA: [Laughs] That was always the 
fun part! 

SB: I show that video to friends, and at 
first they’re laughing along, thinking 
that they're going to see some campy 
rock'n’roll funfest, but at the point 
where you break Ray Barlow's back 
and there's that horrible, sickening 
CRAAACK!, it’s as if a pall settles over 
the room! Everyone is sitting there 
slack-jawed, because at that point they 
realize that all bets are off. This isn 't 
going to be an ordinary movie experi¬ 
ence! 

TURA: [ Laughs ] That seems to throw 
a lot of them. They figure, “She’s hold¬ 
ing her own okay, but she’s going to 
wind up getting her ass kicked.” Most 
of them expect that, but when it’s 
turned around and it’s not me that gets 
kicked, it’s the other guy, it kind of 
stuns them. "Whoa — what’s this?!!’’ 

SB: When he delivers that savage gut- 
punch to you, all 1 could think was, 
“Uh-oh! — that’s just going to piss her 
off!!’’ [Tura laughs] Varia's like the 
Terminator! 

TURA: Well, she didn’t put up with 
too much crap, let me tell you. 

SB: Varla causes the trouble they 're in, 
just for kicks. 

TURA: She wants excitement in her 
life, and she has a way of getting 
excitement in her life involving others 
that kind of throws you for a while. 

SB: It looks like the three Bad Girls got 
along quite well on the PUSSYCAT set. 
TURA: Oh yeah, we all got along pret¬ 
ty good. Lori and Haji and I got along, 
even afterwards, after the movie was 
over. Haji and I are still friends; we call 
each other and talk. We were the Bad 
Girls of the film, because Susan 
Bernard’s mother used to think we 
were really garbage! 

SB: Susan Bernard looks like a twelve- 
year-old next to you! I tell people, 
"That’s a PLAYBOY Playmate,’’ and 
they say, "Oh, when she grew up?’’—I 
tell them, "No, before they got to her! ” 
[Laughter] 

TURA: That was when PLAYBOY 
refused to use professional entertainers; 
they wanted, oh... 

SB: That fresh, unexposed stuff? 
TURA: Yeah. Unfortunately, that 
fresh, unexposed stuff wasn’t very 
great! [ Laughter] 

SB: God, she just looks so dinky... I 


first became aware of FASTER, 
PUSSYCAT! through John Waters' 
book SHOCK VALUE— 

TURA: Oh, he loves PUSSYCAT. 

SB: I thought, "If this film had such an 
effect on that man, I just have to check 
it out for myself! ” And I was totally 
knocked out! PUSSYCAT works on so 
many levels. People appreciate it for 
the cinematography, or the composi¬ 
tion, or the pacing, or storytelling—but 
everyone is riveted by your portrayal of 
Varla. 

TURA: The funny part of it is that the 
film never made any money for Russ. 
SB: Was it the typical harrowing, 
Outward-Bound-style Russ Meyer 
desert experience? 

TURA: Oh, it was fun! It was a kicky 
type of thing. We all got sunburned—it 
was 110° in the shade every day, out 
there on the salt-bed flats. It was a dry 
l lake-bed. Lake Isabella, out in the 
k Mojave—hot, hot, hot. It was shot near 


Waster, 

PWSYCnT! 


fttrected fry RUSS HEffli • Screenplay by m MORAN . to Iff Pratet«i| 


Above and below: The triple-threat stars of 
the greatest exploitation film ever made! 
Tura poses with her co-hellions, the exotic 
Haji and the blond Lori Williams, on the 
Mojave set of FASTER, PUSSYCAT! 









Randsburg and Johannesburg, and we 
weren’t far from Edwards Air Force 
Base, either. 

SB: Something I’ve always wondered— 
your eyeliner is always absolutely flaw¬ 
less. Did you do your own makeup on 
this film? 

TURA: Oh, yeah. 

SB: Did you have to use some specially 
formulated, long-wearing, sweat-proof 
eyeliner, created for desert conditions? 
TURA: No, actually I was using 
Germaine Monteil eyeliner. And when 
I ran out of that, I switched to L’Oreal. 
My other makeup in the film was most- 


was already into an E-cup. So they 
made me a triple-D model! 

SB: I thought it was just incredible lin¬ 
gerie, structurally speaking. In the fight 
scenes with Ray Barlow and Paul 
Trinka, you're pounding them into 
veal—and at no time do you look 
crooked. 

TURA: [Laughs] It was all just natural. 
Everything just stayed where it was and 
luckily enough, nothing fell out when I 
was doing the strenuous scenes. I was 
worried about that happening. 

SB: Necessitating a retake. 

TURA: Yeah, not that he would’ve. 


she was when she first came up in 
PUSSYCAT? This was when we first 
met her, right? And her performance 
was kind of so-so. Then we tried to get 
some more reactions from her, and we 
couldn’t. So Russ said, “What do you 
think you could do?” I said, “I don’t 
know, you were the one who cast her! 
What do you want from me?” 
[Laughter] He said, “Well, I need some 
reaction.” So I said, “Okay. You want a 
reaction. I’ll give you one.” [Chuckles 
evilly] And after that, even off-camera, 
I would pick on her, and tell her little 
snide remarks about her and her mother 


ly Max Factor. 

SB: While we 're on personal matters — 
even in PUSSYCAT’S most strenuous 
action scenes, your cleavage is perfect¬ 
ly aligned. [Boisterous belly-laugh 
from Tura] Did the famous LA lingerie 
specialist Maureen of Hollywood cre¬ 
ate a special stunt bra for you? 

TURA: No, actually, mine was just a 
basic, standard bra from Frederick’s of 
Hollywood. It was one of the ones they 
used to make with those push-up pads 


Unfortunately, Russ was running on a 
very tight budget, so retakes were a lit¬ 
tle out of the question. [Laughter] 

SB: Is it true that Susan Bernard was 
scared to death of you ? 

TURA: Oh, yes. She still dislikes me to 
this day. I mean, talk about being good 
at what I did—! [ Evil laughter] I had to 
be good, to get any reaction out of her! 
SB: I figured her performance had to 
be something visceral that she really 
felt, because this girl was obviously 


or something, you know. I told Haji 
and Lori, “We’re not going to get any¬ 
thing from this girl if we don’t make 
her dislike us.” Well, Haji doesn’t like 
anyone to dislike her, so I told her, 
“Just leave it up to me. Just follow my 
lead.” And that’s exactly what they did. 
[Ominously] “Hey, little girl...” 

SB: [Laughs] You got the performance 
of her life out of her, and she doesn 't 

4 even appreciate you for it. 

TURA: No she doesn't, but that’s 



ly had double-D 


Left: Talk about the hazards of the trade! 
This FASTER, PUSSYCAT! lobby card 
showcases Tura Oscar-worthy perfor¬ 
mance with co-star Paul Trinka. 


that some people put in them, but me, I 
had to have them make it special. They 
kind of had to make one that had bigger 
cups than they normally had, because 


incapable of acting. okay. At least we got reactions from 2 

TURA: Uh-huh, that’s about it., A her. She got to the point where she lit- ■ 

Especially with her mother around; that erally hated my guts, but that was fine f” 

was even worse. In order to get any because that’s what I needed from her. , 

n SB: I don't see hate from her, so much £ 

, as total abject fear. 

'9 TURA: Well, that, too! [Laughter] Her 
* - mother hated my guts, let me tell you! 
Because it seemed like every time she 
gST turned around, I was cutting down her 
* A and her daughter. I think her whole 
’ family must’ve just hated me, especial- 
4 ly Bernard of Hollywood [the famous 
stripper photographer]. I never went to 
him to get pictures done. 

SB: [Gasps, then laughs] Oh! I didn’t 
know that—he was her dad? 

TURA: [Laughs] Yep, that’s her 
father! 

SB: I can only imagine the publicity 
shots he would have taken of you! 

TURA: I can imagine, too, especially 
after that movie! [Laughter] 

SB: Were you aware of the lesbian sub¬ 
text in the relationship between Varla 
and Rosie? 

TURA: Sure, sure. We said, “Well, this 









is the first one that hasn’t been in 
_ porno film!” [Laughs] We had to play ^ 
it subtly. Varla was supposed to be ► A 
! bisexual—she didn’t care what is was, 
she nailed it down! raA 

SB: She was just plain sexual. 

TURA: Yeah. She just likes getting it 
on. Varla had a way of controlling, and 
that’s basically what her whole gig 
, was, as far as sex was concerned. Her 
. gig was control, no matter what she did. 

SB: 1 thought it lent the one touch of 
humanity in Varla, the way she felt 
about Rosie. But at the same time, it 
made her even more frightening, too, 
somehow. 

TURA: She was upset, because Rosie 
was not only her friend, she was the 
only one Varla cared about. She didn’t 
really care about Billie, because Billie 
was just an also-ran. 

SB: Yeah, Billie was a free agent just 
waiting to go off on her own. But Varla 
was insuperable, she was unstoppable 
by mere humans. At the end, I never 
consider that Susan Bernard’s charac¬ 
ter kills Varla—it takes a truck to finish 
her off! And anyway, I’m not so sure 
that Varla's dead, in that last scene. 

TURA: A lot of people weren’t sure 
about that! I told Russ, “We ought to 
make a sequel to PUSSYCAT." We 
ought to open it up where Haji pulls up 
in front the hospital in my Porsche to 
pick me up, with her arm in a sling or 
something—we’re still healing, we’ve 
got bandages on. 

SB: And you’ve been in there bored, 
and now you 're lookin' for kicks. 

TURA: Yeah! I’ve been bored and now 


r I want to get some action, going! 

[ Laughter ] Russ is going to make a 
I remake of it, but it’s going to be a 
" remake-farce where he’s got this girl 
I who’s got humongous boobs— 

’ SB: Tundi? The one whose hooters are 
in her lap they ’re so big? My god, she's 
a gravitational impossibility! 

TURA: Yeah, she has trouble standing 
up. 

SB: Was it true that your heavy-breath¬ 
ing love scene between you and Paul 
Trinka was agony because of his horri¬ 
ble breath? 

TURA: Oh, god, yes! And believe me, 
it was hard. If I ever won an Academy 
Award for anything, it would be for 
that scene—not making my nose wrin¬ 
kle was the hardest part! [ Rollicking 
laughter ] And that man would not use 
anything. I offered him breath mints, 
Binaca, hair spray, whatever—I even 
brought him a bottle of Listerine, but he 


s part of getting 
g to breathe on 


SB: I guess it was much more fun to 
beat the stuffing out of him at the film’s 
climax. 

TURA: You bet, it was part of getting 
even! “If you’re going to breathe on 
me, shmuck—!” [ Laughter ] He was a 
nice guy except he was one of these 
health nuts who didn’t believe in brush¬ 
ing his teeth or gargling or anything 
like that. I thought, “Man, what’s 
everybody going to think when this 
man comes to work?” I even bought 
him some spearmint, but he wouldn’t 
try it! The poor guy. 

SB: Boy, you really evened the score at 
the end of the film. By the way, did you 


Above, left and right: Allez-OUCH!!! 
Martial-arts expert Tura gets a measure oj 
sweet vengeance in PUSSYCAT'S penulti- 
. mate fight scene. Who’s stronger, Varla or 
her co-star’s breath? 


ever see the Al Adamson PUSSYCAT 
swipe called GIRLS FOR RENT? I saw 
it in 1975 or so at a drive-in. When I 
saw PUSSYCAT years later, I said, 
“Wait a minute! I've seen this premise 
before!’’—tough chicks on a rampage 
in the desert, and a crazy guy with his 
brain-damaged son. The Varla role was 
played by the porn actress Georgina 
Spelvin, who tries real hard—but she 
just couldn ’t hold a candle to the origi¬ 
nal. 

TURA: [Laughs] I missed that one. 

SB: Georgina just couldn't be as lethal 
as Varla, although she did do her own 
stunts, too. Speaking of deadliness, 
what sort of martial-arts training have 
you had? 

TURA: I use karate and aikido both. 
Aikido is the main one I do, because 
you don’t have to mess up your hands 
as much and it’s a defense against some 
of the other martial arts—kendo, sumo, 
judo, and karate. I learned all that when 


SB: You have such beautiful exotic 
looks — what's your heritage? I've 
heard friends speculate whether you ’re 
Japanese, or South American — 

TURA: Well, I’m a mixture, actually. 
Japanese, Filipino, Scotch-Irish, and 
American Indian. 

SB: It’s a beautiful combination. 



Left: Blasted by the desert sun, Tura pre¬ 
pares to deliver a line in the opening 
sequence of PUSSYCAT. Director Russ 
Meyer's Landrover sits off-camera in the 
background. 


TURA: That’s the best way. I found 
hat out early as a dancer, that it pays to 
>e nice to everybody on the way up, 
lecause you’re going to meet them all 
igain on the way down. 

SB: It’s such a difference from your 
■oles. Varla is like a Valkyrie from 
Hell — she's so iconic in her evil; she is 
ust flat-out, pure-D Bad. In ASTRO- 
ZOMBIES, your character of Satana, 
^ the evil foreign agent, was mean as a 
^ snake. She was putting out cigarettes on 
*uys ’ faces and backhanding them—she 
wen plugged John Carradine full of hot 
lead! But she still wasn 't nearly as evil 
is Varla. 

TURA: No. That’s the difference 
letween the two directors. Ted V. 
Mikels didn’t want me to be necessarily 


:old—an unfeeling oriental, whereas 
Varla felt everything, and she let you 


SB: It's as if she fed on it. 


You 've got some lovely chromosomes. 
TURA: 1 think I got all the good ones! 

| Laughter] 

SB: Do you have any brothers or sis- 

TURA: I had a brother, but he’s passed 
away now. I have three other sisters, and 
we all look alike. 

SB: Whoa! Boy, the possibilities for you 
and your sisters as a girl gang...! The 
Satana Sisters! 

TURA: That would have been it! 
Unfortunately, they were all a lot 
younger when I was doing that stuff. 
One of my sisters used to dance with me 
when I was in Hawaii and LA. Her name 
is Kim Satana. 

SB: Where does “Tura" come from? It’s 
such an exotic name. 

TURA: It’s an Indian word that means 
“white flower.” 

SB: That goes so well with the way you 
look in PUSSYCAT. Your face is such an 
eerie white that even in the darkest 
scenes, you look almost incandescent. 
Was Russ shooting with reflectors, 
angling the light up to catch your face? 
TURA: No. That was just my makeup. 


SB: God, it’s so eerie—you look like 
you 're lit from within. 

TURA: Oh, I was, then! [ Laughter ] I 
really was. An awful lot of Varla is actu¬ 
ally me. I used all the anger that I had 
that goes, back to when I was a kid in 
school. I had problems, growing up in 
Chicago—every day I had to fight my 
way to and from school. So all that 
anger got finally brought out in Varla. 
And it helped—it made it very believ¬ 
able. 

SB: Varla's my favorite character of 
yours. I feel that there's a whole lot of 
you in that portrayal — it’s just so honest. 
TURA: Oh, yeah—there’s a lot of me in 
there. I pulled a lot of experiences out to 
make her believable. 

SB: Did you do FLINT or PUSSYCAT 
first? 

TURA: PUSSYCAT was first. 

SB: So that guy really was grabbing 
Varla’s ankle? [Laughter] 

TURA: He sure was! He almost got 
kicked in the face, too! 

SB: What a trouper you are! You know, 
something that really impresses me is 
how different you are from Varla — 


TURA: Yes, she enjoyed the reactions 
of other people, where Satana in 
ASTRO-ZOMBIES just didn’t care one 
way . or the other. She was after some¬ 
thing, but was an automaton. 
Unfortunately that was the problem with 
Ted, because he never really let me put 
myself into the part. He liked his dia¬ 
logue basically the way it was written, 
but once in awhile I’d say, “I’m sorry, 
but I just don’t feel this.” He’d say, 
“Well, how do you want to do it?” and 
I’d say, “Let’s try it this way...” So 
we’d try it both ways, and nine times 
out of ten we’d use my way because it 
worked better. 

SB: I loved the scene where Satana is 
reclining on her couch, checking out the 
lurid “Mutilation Murder" newspaper 
article as she smokes a cigarette and 
absently gores the sofa cushions with 
her stilletto heels. I hadn 't realized until 
then that I hadn't seen your legs at all in 
PUSSYCAT. What great stems — you’ve 
got some world-class getaway sticks, 
baby! 

TURA: [Laughs] Of course, I had 
dancer’s legs! But that’s right, I was 



wearing jeans and boots in PUSSYCAT. 
SB: It’s such a suave touch when you 
follow the guy out to the pool to kill him, 
but before you draw a bead on him, you 
put one foot up on the diving board 
before you plug him—it’s such a beauti¬ 
ful touch of Bad-Girl style, striking this 
killer pose— 

TURA: That was one of my ideas. Ted 
just wanted me to stand there, but it 
didn’t feel right. I said, “You want me to 
have a nonchalant attitude because I'm 
killing this guy and I don’t care whether 
he lives or dies—I’ll give you a pose.” 
And so, he says, “What are you going to 
do?” and I said, “Just keep shooting.” 
SB: Yeah, literally! After the guy falls 
into the pool, you methodically empty 
your gun into his back — he's doing the 
dead-man's float, and you look fabulous! 
TURA: Well, hey, I wanted to make 
sure that sucker was dead. [ Laughter] 
SB: Did Ted pull that “ Wanna be a 
Castle Lady?" number on you? 

TURA: [Laughs] Oh, yes, he did! But I 
said, “No, Ted, you couldn’t afford me. 


done, don’t I?” [Laughter] I attended a 
tribute to Ted and Russ that they did 
down in LA, and the young girls were 
like, “Oh, I just have to talk to you!” and 
I said, “Why?” and they said, 
“Because—you’re Varla!” I say, “Yeah, 
I’m Varla, but I’m also Satana, and a 
few others! [Laughs] 

SB: And Rabbit, the leotard-clad guard 
you played in an episode of THE GIRL 
FROM U.N.C.L.E. (1967). Why Rabbit 
fora name? 

TURA: I don’t know! It was just a stu¬ 
pid name they picked. Why Rabbit? I’m 
certainly not a rabbit! A tiger, yes, 
maybe; a lioness, a puma, whatever— 
but a rabbit? [Laughter] 

SB: You got to act with Yvonne DeCarlo 
and Ellen (Grandma Walton) Corby in 
that. But tell me—how did you keep a 
straight face with Shelley Berman as the 
evil Dr. Vladimir Lautrec, hobbling 
around with shoes on his knees? 

TURA: He was hilarious! He’d be walk¬ 
ing around on his knees, looking like 
Toulouse-Lautrec, but it was funny 


female guards, and you pop the pills like 
a Rockettes kickline. Did they place you 
so prominently in the frame to distract 
from the guy hobbling around on his 
knees? Because you just fill the screen. ■ 
TURA: Unfortunately with those cos¬ 
tumes, there wasn’t much else you could 
do! [Laughter] Especially the way I was 
built, there was nothing much you could 
do about it. 

SB: At the end of that episode, a fight 
breaks out and there’s this quick cut, 
after which you aren't seen again. Are 
we to believe that Ellen Corby decked 
you? 

TURA: [Laughs] I had to show her what 
to do. 

SB: I was surprised that that was the 
extent of your part in the fight scene. I 
would have thought that it would have 
been a playground for you with your 
stunt experience, but they just didn 't use 
you. Was it due to union rules or some¬ 
thing? 

TURA: Barry Shear, the director, was 
afraid that I’d get hurt. I said, “You’re 


First of all, you want your ladies to be 
monogamous, but you don’t want to be. 
I’m just the opposite—I want my guys 
to be monogamous, but I don’t want to 
be.” He said, “We’d never get along. 


because when he got up he still had 
these shoe-things hanging off his 
knees—! [Laughter] 

SB: I love the scene where he hands out 
the energy pills to his elite cadre of 


afraid that I’d get hurt?” He said, “Yes! I 
can’t have you get hurt.” That cut the 
whole action scene kind of short. I also 
appeared in a couple episodes of THE 
MAN FROM U.N.C.L.E.; one of them 


then.” I said, “That’s true. Let’s just stayl^ 
friends.” It’s a lot easier that way. CL 
SB: Did you enjoy working with John U 
Carradine? 

TURA: Oh, he was beautiful. He’s one^^ 
of the most beautiful persons in the 
world. Every day I had body makeups* 
that I had to put on, and I would just befc ** 
standing there in a pair of panties and 
bra, whatever. It seemed like he wouldL ^ 
invariably show up when I was putting^ ^ 
my body makeup on. [Laughter] The^^ 
first day he walked in there, he said,^“ 
“Oh, god, if only I were thirty years^J| 
younger...!” I said, “No, actually, I’di _ 
rather be thirty years older. What fun wel 1 
could have!” and he just cracked up. He 


world. You can’t act bad around him 
because he just pulls everything out of 
you that makes you want to'be special. 
There was always a little electricity 
whenever he and I were together on 
camera. But he was always playing 
games with me when I was getting my 
body makeup on. I said, “You must time 
this right every day,” and he said, “Yes, 
I seem to know when you’re getting 
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was called “The Finny Foot Affair,” 
something about toxic chemical stuff 
leaking in a cave or something. I really 
loved working with Robert Vaughn and 
Noel Harrison and Stephanie Powers 
on the U.N.C.L.E. series. 

I was on other TV shows. I loved 




dancing. About that time was when my 
agent passed away anyhow, so I never 
bothered to get another one. 

SB: Just ten percent of him, or the 
whole thing? 

TURA: The whole thing, unfortunate¬ 
ly. I figured Fd just hang it up. I started 


doing BURKE’S LAW with Gene working in a hospital, and then 
Barry, and VALENTINE’S DAY with Mb doctor’s office, all that good stuff. 

Tony Franciosa and Jack Soo. It was great to see you in THE 

HAWAIIAN EYE with Robert Conrad INCREDIBLY STRANGE FILM 
and Grant Williams, and THE GREAT- SHOW. I mean, you look the same—it’s 

EST SHOW ON EARTH series with so eerie! You’re beautiful. It’s like you 

Jack Palance. Jack was a real kick in ► X were cryogenically preserved. 


legendary stature the world over. 
There’s something almost goddess-like 
about you, like Shiva the Destroyer. 
You’re beyond being a mere woman. 
You are truly an UberWoman, Tura. 
TURA: An UberWoman! [ Laughs] 
Well, that’s good. 

SB: It is, because I think it's important 
that young girls have really good. 


ikk> strong, Bad Girl role models — 

TURA: It’s a fact that women need a 


the head to work with! He just made 
you want to do good for the show. 
There was also BEN CASEY with 
Vince Edwards. Vince and I went 
together for about a year. Once he 
became famous, it took something out 
of the relationship. And all the time I 
was working with Ted Mikels and Russ 
Meyer, I was dating Rod Taylor. I had 
fallen in love with Rod years before 
when he had that series HONG KONG. 

It seems that I have always liked 
Australians. 

SB: The next thing I found that you 
were in was THE DOLL SQUAD 
(1973). It was such a dead ringer for 
CHARLIE’S ANGELS, down to the 
wocka-ticky wocka-ticky music. 

TURA: DOLL SQUAD came out 
before CHARLIE’S ANGELS. Aaron 
Spelling and I were good friends—he 
produced BURKE’S LAW and 
VALENTINE’S DAY. I took him to 
see the showing of DOLL SQUAD at 
Twentieth-Century Fox, and nine 
months later came CHARLIE’S 
ANGELS! 

SB: I thought your character LaBelle 
was the most interesting of all of the x 
DOLL SQUAD. I mean, a stripper with gk' 1 
a thorough spy-level background in ggg 
electronics and explosives? Talk about 
job security! [Laughter] Your hairXQi 
looked so different in this one, long and 
straight without bangs. I still like your k 
big hair best, though. - ” 

TURA: Yeah, that’s saying, “This 


TURA: That’s me! Just put me 
deep freeze. [ Laughs] 

SB: You must take excellent c 
yourself. 


1 the 


eof\ 


strong person—they have to be shown 
that guys aren’t the only ones that kick 
ass. It’s fine and dandy that you’re fem¬ 
inine; you can be weak and feminine, 
or you can be strong and feminine. But 
^ i you don’t have to be a namby-pamby— 
you can still have balls and be femi- 


TURA: Actually, no. [Laughter] I nine. That’s one of the things that I 


how I feel—I feel bitchy today.” 
[Laughter ] 


SB: I don’t find you in anything until 
the two episodes of British series THE 
INCREDIBLY STRANGE FILM SHOW 
in 1991. 

TURA: Yeah, after DOLL SQUAD, I 
more or less retired from acting and 


think it’s because when I wore makeup, 
I always used a creme base under it;- 
that helped my skin. I think it’s basical¬ 
ly because of my heritage, I don’t age 
as fast as some others. Besides the fact 
that I don’t drink anymore helped, 
because that ages you— a few years 
ago, I quit smoking, too. I just got to 
the point where I said, “I don’t want to 
live like this anymore. I’m not going to 
let a thing control me, because I’m 
stronger than it is.” It’s just taking 
charge of your life. That’s just like 
what Varla does, taking charge. “That’s 
the way it’s going to be, that’s the way 
it is, and that’s it.” 

SB: How’s your autobiography going? 
TURA: Well, I’m working on it. 
Unfortunately, I don’t do like I 
should do, sit down and do ten 
pages a day. I do it when I have the 
time, which isn’t very often, a cou¬ 
ple pages at a time. 

SB: I’m sure it’ll be more than worth 
waiting for. You mentioned a European 
tour with Russ—? 

TURA: We went back in ’93 to Paris to 
promote the release of PUSSYCAT on 
video. It was subtitled, because they 
couldn’t find anybody who could dub it 
in French and get the same point across 
that I did! [ Laughter ] It would lose a lot 


4 tried to show in the part of Varla. That 
hey, I still look like a female, and I can 
turn you on—but I can kick your ass, k 




SB: I wouldn ’t expect it any other way 
from the B-movies ’ biggest Bad Girl! 




NEXT ISSUE: Part II of our interview 
with Tura Satana continues in our spe¬ 
cial TEASE! Dancers issue, as we 
explore the stripping career of one of 
Burlesque’s most explosive talents. 
Don't miss it—or you ’ll have to answer 
to Miss Satana! 


Susan’s hearty thanks to the following peo¬ 
ple: Howard Mandelbaum at Photofest, 
Eric Caidin of Hollywood Book and Poster, 
and Makato Ohui of Fiction, Inc., for pro¬ 
viding these great photographs; Mr. Russ 
Meyer, for having the cine¬ 
matic vision to create 
FASTER, PUSSYCAT!; and 
above all, thanks to Miss Tura 
a Bad Girl's 


i the translation, so they used subtitles, 
still get royalties from all the sales 


over there. The video sales seem to be 
fine—two years later, and they’re still 
selling—over in Paris and Germany 
and Austria and Japan, they really love 
that film. 

SB: It’s easy to see how you have a 
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by Lois Carmen deNominator 

T imeless black&white sleaze- 
film style is making a come¬ 
back! A white-trash wallow of 
apocalyptic dimensions called 
TEENAGE TUPELO is causing ripples 
in indie-film circles this year with its 
evocative, atmospheric ambience and 
its stunning starlets. Previously known 
for his comics art in Fantagraphics’ 
CADAVERA, filmmaker John 
Michael McCarthy has yanked aside 
the kudzu figleaves to give us a peek at 
the long-festering passions of a decay¬ 


ing jerkwater Southern town, in a 
heady mix of titillating sexploitation, 
neo-mystical Elvisiana, and rabid 
guerilla feminism. 

The seedy streets and rusting train 
tracks of Tupelo, Mississippi, provide a 
perfectly decrepit backdrop for director 
JMM’s stage, where unwed mother¬ 
hood and rockabilly music-gods go 
head-to-head with psychosexual mys¬ 
tique and atomic Armageddon. Bad 
Girls rule these gravel backroads, and 
their influence is far-reaching—as 


knocked-up nymphet D’Lana Fargo 
finds out when she encounters Topsy 
Turvy, her identical twin from the 
darker side of the tracks who turns out 
to be a sex-flick hussy mit der 
Cherman accent (both roles played by 
ingenue D’Lana Tunnell), and her sexy 
assistants Margo Gone and Dallas 
Derringer. With the help of a local pack 


of psychostylish killer dykes (starlets Kristen Hobbs, Sophie Couch, and 
Dawn Ashcraft), D’Lana knocks this lowlife Yoknapatawpha County on 
its keister in a way that would make William Faulkner pop the top off a 
cold one and kick back with a satisfied belch. 

The whole package is rounded out with a zingin’ reverb-arama 
soundtrack provided by the boss twangmasters of Impala, a band known 
for its hot recordings on the Estrus label. TEENAGE TUPELO is the 
first new release from Something Weird Video, and represents the latest 
collaborative effort from the sexploitation-cinema king, David F. 
Friedman, who served as associate producer for JMM’s 
Big Broad Guerilla Monster production company. Steeped 
in a sterling tradition of sleaze as strong as this, TEENAGE ( 

TUPELO is sure enough some damn strong iced tea! 

TEENAGE TUPELO photos by David Thompson. 
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25,000 MENS MAGAZINES 

( 1920 - 1985 ) 

150 Computerized model listings: 
(Bettie Page to Samantha Fox) 

40 Computerized subect listings: 
(Fetish/Leg/Big Bust/Shaved, etc.) 

Personalized service. Phone number 
supplied with catalog. 

Send $3.00 for current catalog. 


5,000 EROTIC POSTCARDS, 
PHOTOS & SLIDES 

(1895-1980) 

Fully illustrated auction catalog available 

Approval shipments available with deposit. 
Please inquire. 

Send $6.00 for next two auctions. Bidders 
get subsequent catalogs at no cost. 


A. R. S. PRODUCTIONS 24307 MAGIC MTN. PKWY. #124-M VALENCIA CA 91355 
(We are always buying similar material. Highest prices paid. Please inquire.) 


SOMETHING WEIRD VIDEO proudly presents a NEW release from BIG BROAD FILMS! 

a film by JOHN MICHAEL McCARTHV fiasnl f. Frietlnam. assotiat° producer 


music by IIVI PA LTV 


You’ve read about it... now see it for yourself! 

TEENAGE TUPELO is a semi-auto-bio-sexploita- 
tion-musical-comedy-drama, and the triumphant 
return of the low budget naked-girl story. D’lana 
has sex, catfights, strips, gets punched in the 
stomach, pinstriped, hung upside down and 
dreams about the birth of her baby before realizing 
where her true destiny lies when she meets her 
twin... Memphis sexploitation star Topsy Turvy! 

TEENAGE TUPELO is now available! 

$20 plus $2.50 postage, allow 4 to 6 weeks delivery 

Pure Imagination 

Box 669902 • Marietta, Ga • 669902 
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$50.00 postpaid 

THE BETTY PAGES ANNUAL VOLUME 2. In the same luxurious format of the first Annual, this vol¬ 
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unpublished photos, and an eight-page color insert. Theakston covers Autographed by Theakston. 

$30.00 postpaid 
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FINAL WORD 


S o, there you have it, another issue of your favorite 
magazine, TEASE! At least, I HOPE we are your 
favorite magazine. Things have finally settled down 
after our move to Atlanta, and we have developed a 
our work patterns. This issue flew together, compared to 
TEASE! #3, which was sheer Hell to produce. The 
Dangerous Women issue had a much easier birth, and now 
that we are getting used to reproducing these babies, expect 
to see cooler issues on an much more regular basis! We have 
the full support of our printer, and the steady delivery of this 
magazine is secure in that respect. Our circulation has grown 
with each consecutive issue, and I’m pleased to report that 
the TEASE! circulation figure is much higher than any issue 
of THE BETTY PAGES. We’re ready to high-ball into #6 
the moment that this issue goes to the printer. By the time 
you are reading this, the Dancers Issue will be well under 
way. The lovely Tura Satana will be back, digging through 
her old costumes and remembering her years as a dancer. 
Look for my “A Gentleman’s Guide to Dance Clubs”, and 
you can be sure Susan Barrows will have a thing or two to 
say on the topic. 

Over the last few years I’ve been talking about a real 
good ride, coming up shortly. I can’t help but believe that 
most of the machinery that will make it happen is already in 
place, and in some respects, operational. Lots of new things 
are being tested out, and formulas are being developed and 
near perfection. This is not to say that we aren’t in for some 
big changes, and many of those changes will be hard, but in 
the end it will all turn out for the best. 

My question to you is: Will you be a player in this cos¬ 
mic delight, or a member of the audience? If you just want to 
check out the cool stuff that’s about to happen in your life, 
that’s okay. But, it’s still not too late to be a part of the era, 
and the millennium is still four years away The turn of the 
century is almost upon us, and I’d like to see us go out with 
style and class. So get kickin’, dig out that old dream and get 
to work on it. 

I don’t mean to sound like Ted Lewis, the sentimental 
vaudevillian, but, I mean, consider the option: death and suf¬ 
fering. This is the serious part. Your butt could be gone 
tomorrow, like that 28-year-old Olympic skater who col¬ 
lapsed and died on the spot. Or your butt could be wasting 
away for years, ravaged by MS or some other horrid disease. 
So, when I say, get goin’ on your best stuff, there is a very 
solid reason for it: the time is right. You’ll never have a bet¬ 
ter chance to be part of something new and big than you 
have at this very moment. Are you big enough to grab for the 
ring? Good! Let’s have a glorious, hard ride to the finish 
line! 

See you in 90 days. 

IN GALS WE TRUST 
Regards, 




AVAILABLE AGAIN AT LAST!!! 



BATTLE OF THE 
BLONDES: Jayne 
Mansfield vs. Mamie 
Van Doren by Alan 
Betrock A pictorial his¬ 
tory featuring a pair of 
’50s America’s most 
incandescent icons! 
Publicity pix, posters, 
pressbooks, and more! 
Square-bound 8V 2 ”xir 
softcover, 128 pages. 
$13.95 plus $2.50 post 


TV’s Original Sheena: 
IRISH M c CALLA by 

Bill Black and Bill Feret 
A gorgeous testament to 
the long-legged Jungle 
Queen! Illustrated with 
scores of previously 
unpublished photos, plus 
a full-color classic 
SHEENA comic story! 
Square-bound 8V 2 ”xH” 
softcover, 112 pages. 
$19.95 plus $2.50 post 
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It's Only Art If It's Well Hung! 

Julie Strain, 1993 Penthouse 


Pet of the Year, and reigning B-movie queen 
is virtually unreSTRAINed in her new book 
"It's Only Art If It 's Well Hung." 
Hollywood's best photographers feature the 
Amazon beauty in over 90 pages of hotter- 
than-hot pictorials! Plus an original cover 
by the great pin-up artist Olivia! 
Order now! 



HEAVY METAL BOOKS, DEPT. 09/95, 584 BROADWAY, SUITE 608, NEW YORK, N.Y. 10012 

Please send me: Charge to MasterCard / Visa #_ 

_copies of “It's Only Art If It**' Weu Huno“ at 424.95 each. Expiration date_ 

_autographed copies of “It's Only Art If It's Weu Hung" at 439.95 each. Nams __ 

(44.00 shipping & handling in the U.S. and / or 45.00 shipping & handling 

Canadian and foreign) for each copy. Address ___ 

I have enclosed 4_total. 


I certify that I am over 21 years of age. 
Signature:__ 


City _ 


_ State _ 


All checks must be payable within the U.S. 

(New York residents, please add 8.25% sales tax.) 
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No monkey business for these 
fastidious monks. 

They hold back Temptation 

and refuse to enjoy the view. 

But, hey—it's Julie Strain, so tell 
'em to let go! 
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Cool thinking and level-headedness 
go out the window when 
Julie gets animal 
Who could resist a peek? 

Who could deny a smile? 

Who could resist Love's call? 







Now they're in the swing of things. 
Getting in the spirit 

and walking on the wild side! 
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They celebrate a new point of view 
as back to their work they go. 
No longer stiff and stodgy— 

they got a new lease on life! 


Special thanks to Kevin Eastman and 
Tundra Press. 


Painting by Olivi 






























- she s the 


Teddy Girl! 


Teddy Girls are produced exclusively 
by Jocquelin Smith Designs, Inc 




•“I’ve got turn legs up on the competition /” 


“The PiivUp Art of Ted Kimer" 

Factory-Boxed 36 Collectible Trading Card Sets 


"Sassy Five by Sevens" 

1900 Limited Collectible Five Card Sets . 


Original Ait Collectible Trading Cards Limited Trading Card Subsets Limited Keepsake Cards Limited Edition Prints Open Edition Print! 

For a limited Promo Card and Information, Enclose $2 (or postage and handling ond moil to Jocquelin Smith Designs, DeptTZC, 4693 28 Street North, St Petersburg, FL USA 33714-3145 

_ On Internet: www.pmup.com Fmoil: isdeslgns@robotica.com _ 


























